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T H E  MAN W H O  WAS 
T should be clearly understood that the 
Russian is a delightful person till he 
tucks in his shirt. As an Orieiital he 
is ch'arming. I t  is only when he in- 
sists up011 being treated as the most 
easterly of western peoples instead of the most 
westerly of easterns that he becomes a racial ano- 
maly extremely difficult to handle. The host never 
kilows which side of his nature is going to turn up 
c nest. 
Dirkovitch was a Russian-a Russian lof the 
Russians-who alppeared to get  his bread by serv- 
ing the Czar as an officer in a Cossack regiment, 
and correspondilzg for a Russian newspaper with 
a name that was never twice alike. EIe was a hand- 
some youilg Oriental, fond of wandering through 
linexpiored portions of the earth, and he arrived 
in India froin nowhere in particular. At least no 
living mall could ascertain whether it was by way 
of Ballth, Badakshan, Chitral, Beluchistan, or  Ne- 
C 
paul, or anywhere else. The Indian Government, 
being in an unusually affable mood, gave orders 
hi that he was to  be civilly treated and shown every- 
I thing that was to be seen. So he drifted, talking 
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bad English and worse French, from one city to 
another, till he foregathered with Her Majesty's 
White Hussars in the city of Peshawur, which 
stands at the mouth of that narrow swordcut in 
the hills that men call the Khyber Pass. H e  was 
undoubtedly an officer, and be was decorated after 
the manner of the Russians with little enamelled 
crosses, and he could talk, and (though this has 
nothing to  do with his merits) he had been given 
up as a hopeless task, or cask, by the Black Tyrone, 
who individually and collectively, with hot whisky 
and honey, mulled brandy, and mixed spirits of 
every kind, had striven i n  all hospitality to make 
him drunk. And when the Black Tyrone, who are 
exclusively Irish, fail to disturb the peace of head 
of a foreigner-that foreigner is certain to be a 
superior man. 
The White Hussars were as conscientious in 
choosing their wine a s  in charging the enemy. All 
that they possessed, including some wondrous 
brandy, was placed at the absolute disposition oTv, 
Dirkovitch, and he enjoyed himself hugely--even 
more than among the Black Tyrones. 
But he remained distressingly European through 
it all. The White Hussars were 'My dear true 
friends,' 'Fellow-soldiers glorilous,' and 'Brothers 
inseparable.' H e  would unburden himself by the 
hour on the glorious future that awaited the com- 
bined arms of England and,Russia when their hearts 
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and their territories should run side by side and 
the great mission of civilidng Asia should begin. j l  
That was unsatisfactory, because Asia is not going 
to be civilized after the methods of the West. There 
i i  
is too much Asia and she is too old. You cannot 1' 
reform a lady of many lovers, and Asia has been 
JI insatiable in her flirtations aforetime. She will i , ,~ 
never attend Sunday school or learn to vote save j 
with swords for tickets.: 
Dirkovitch knew this as  well as any one else, but i 
it suited him to talk special-correspondently and to 
;+ 
make himself as genial as he could. Now and then 
I 
he volunteered a little, a very little, information , 
nl~out his owl1 sotnia of Cossacks, left apparently I 
to look after themselves somewhere at the back of * 
beyond. He had done rougb work in Central Asia, i l  
and had seen rather more help-yourself fighting than 1' 
most men of his years. But he was careful never i'  
i to betray his superiority, and more than careful tn l9 
praise on all occasions the appearance, drill, uni- ' 1  
1 
form, and organization of Her Majesty's White L 
Hussars. And indeed they were a regiment to be f 
admired. When Lady Durgan, widow of the late 
Sir John Durgan, arrived. in their !station, and after - 
a short time had been proposed t.0 by every single 
man at mess, she put the public sentiment very 
neatly when she explained that they were all so 
nice that unless she could marry them all, includ- 
ing the colonel and some majors already married, 
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s]le was not going to content herself with one hussar. 
Wllc.refore she wedded a little nlan ia a rifle regi- 
nlcnt, being t,p nature contrarlictious ; and the White 
1-Iussnrs {yere going to wear crape on their arms, but 
cotlipsomiset1 by attending the wedding in full force, 
an(1 lining the aisle with unutterable reproach. She had 
jilted them all-from Basset-Holn~er the senior cap- 
tail1 to little hlilclred the junior sthaltern, who could 
havc given her four thousand a year and a title. 
The ollly persons who did not share the general re- 
gard for the White Hussars were a few thousand 
gentlemen of Jewish extraction who lived across the 
border, and answered to the name o i  Pathan. They 
l~ati once met the regiment officially and for something 
less than twenty minutes, but the interview, which was 
conlplicated with many casualties, had filled them with 
prejudice. They even called the White Hussars chil- 
dren of the devil and sons of persons whom it would 
11e impossible to meet in decent society. Yet they 
were not above making their aversion fill their money- 
belts. The regiment possessecl carbines-l~eautiful 
Martini-Henri carbines that would lob a bullet into 
an enemy's camp a t  one thousand yards, and were 
even handier than the long rifle. Therefore they were 
coveted all along the border, and since demand in- 
evitably breeds supply, they were supplied at the risk 
of life and limb for exactly their weight in coined 
silver-seven and one half pounds weight of rupees, 
or sixteen pounds sterling reckoning the rupee a t  par. 
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They were, stolen a t  night By snaky-haired thieves 
who crawled on their stomachs under the nose oi the 
sentries; they disappeared ~llysteriously from loclced 
arm-racks, and in the hot weather, wl~en all the bar- 
rack doors and windows were open, they vanished lilce 
ptlffs of their own smoke. The border people desired 
them for family vendettas and contingencies. But in 
the long cold nights of the northen1 Indian winter 
they were stolen most extensively. The traffic of mur- 
der was liveliest amoilg the hills at the season, and 
prices ruled high. The regimental guards were first 
doubled and then trebled. A trooper does not much 
care if he loses a weapon-Government inust make it 
good-but he deeply resents the loss of his sleep. The 
regiment grew very angry, and one rifle-thief bears 
the visible marks of their anger upon him to this hour. 
That incident stopped the burglaries for a time, and 
the guards were reduced accordingly and the regi- 
ment devoted itself to polo with unexpected results; 
for it beat by two goals to one that very..terrible polo 
corps the Lushkar Light Horse, though the latter had 
four ponies apiece for a short hour's fight, as well as 
(a nsive o&cer who p l a ~ d  like a lambent flame acros 
the ground) !< 
Thcy gave a dinner to celebrate the event. ' The 
Lushlcar team came, a i d  Dirkovitcll came, in the ful- 
lest full uniform of a Cossack officer, which is as full 
as a dressing-gown, and was introduced to the Lush- 
kars, and opened his eyes as he regarded. They were 
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lighter men than the Hussars, and they carried them- 
selves with the swing that is the peculiar right of the 
Punjab Frontier Force and all Irregular Horse. Like 
everything else in the Service it has to be learnt, but, 
unlike many things, it is never forgotten, and remains 
on the body till death. 
The great beam-roofed mess-room of the White 
Hussars was a sight to be remembered. All the mess 
plate was  out on the long table-the same table that 
had served up the bodies of five oflicers after a for- 
gotten fight long and long ago-the dingy, battered 
standards faced the door of entrance, clumps of 
winter-roses lay between the silver candlesticks, and 
(he portraits of eminent officers deceased loolced down 
on their successors) from between the heads of 
sambhur, ~lilghai, marlthor, and, pride of all the mess, 
two grirlnit~g siiow-leopards that had cost Basset-Hol- 
mer f o u r  months' leave that he might have spent in 
England, instead of on the road to Thibet and the 
daily risk of his life by ledge, snow-slide, and grassy 
slope. 
The servants in spotless white n~uslin and the crest 
of their regiments on the brow of their turbans waited 
behind their masters, ,who were clad in the scarlet 
and gold of the White Hussars, and the cream and 
silver of the Lushkar Light Horse. Dirkovitch's dull 
green uniform was the only dark spot a t  the hoard, 
but his big onyx eyes made up for it. H e  was frater- 
nizing effusively with the captain of the Lushkar team, 
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who was wondering how many of Dirkovitch's Cos- 
sacks his own dark wiry down-cour~trymen could 
account for  in a fair charge. But one does not speak 
of these things openly. 
The talk rose higher and higher, and the regimental 
band played between .courses, as is the immemorial 
custom, till all tongues ceased for a moment wit11 the 
removal of the dinner-slips and the first toast of 
obligation, when an officer rising said, "Mr. Vice, the  
Queen," and little Mildred from the bottom of the  
table answered, "The Queen, God bless her," and the  
big spurs clanlced as the big men heaved themselves 
up and dranlr the Queen upon \vllose pay they were 
falsely supposed to settle their n.~ess-bills. T h a t  
Sacrament of the Mess never grows old, and never 
ceases to bring a lump into the throat of the listener 
wherever 11e be by sea or by land. Dirkovitch rose with 
his "brothers glorious," but he could not understand. 
No one but an officer can tell what the toast means; 
and the bulk have more sentiment than comprel~ens~on. 
Immediately after the little silence that follows on the 
ceremony these entered the native officer who had  
played for the Lushkar team. H e  could not, of 
course, eat with the mess, but he came in at dessert, 
all six feet of him, with the blue and silver turban 
atop, and the big black boots below. ' The mess rose 
joyously as  he thrust forward the hilt of his sabre 
in token of fealty for the colonel of the Whi te  
Hussars to touch, and dropped into a vacant chair 
- 13 - 
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amid shouts of r r R ~ ~ z g  ho, Hira Sing11 1" (which being 
translated means "Go in and win") "Did I whack 
you over the linee, old mail ?" "Ressaidar Sahib, what 
the devil made yon play that liicking pig of a pony in 
the last ten minutes ?" "Shahash, Ressaidar Sahib !" 
The11 the voice of the colonel, "The health of Ressaidar 
Ilira Singh !" 
After the shouting had died away Hira Singh rose 
to reply, for he was the cadet of a royal house, the son 
of a king's son, and Itnew what was due on these 
occasions. Thus he spoke in the vernacular :-"Colonel 
Sahib and officers of this regiment. Much honour 
have yot~ done me. This will I remember. We came 
down from afar to play you. But we were beaten." 
("No fault of yours, Ressaidar Sxhib. Played, on our 
own ground y' know. Your ponies were cramped - 
from the railway. Don't apologize 1") "Therefore 
perhaps we will come again if it be so ordained." 
("Ilear ! Hear ! Hear, indeed ! Bravo ! Hsh !") "Then 
we will play you afresh" ("Happy to meet you.") "till 
there arc left no feet upon our ponies. Thus far  for 
sport." FIe dropped one hand on his sword-hilt and 
his eye wandered to Dirkovitch lolling back in his 
chair. "But if by the will of God there arises any 
other game which is not the polo game, dlen be as- 
sured, Co!onel Sahib and officers, that we will play it 
otlt side by side, though they))' again his eye sought 
Dirkovitcll, "though t h y  I say have fifty ponies to our 
one horse." And with a deep-mouthed R ~ n g  ho! that 
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sounded like a musket-butt on flagstones he sat dowll 
amid leaping glasses. 
Dirkovitch, who had devoted himself steadily to the 
brandy-the terrible brandy aforementioned-dicl *lot 
understand, nor did the expurgated translations ~ f -  
fered to him at all convey the point. Decidedly Hira 
Singh's was the speech of the evening, and the clam- 
our might have continued to the dawn had it not been 
broken by the noise of a shot without that sent every 
man feeling at his defenceless left side. Then there 
was a scuffle and a yell of pain. 
"Carbine-stealing again !" said the adjutant, calmly 
sinking back in his chair. "This comes of reducing 
the guards. I hope the sentries have killed him." 
The feet of armed men pounded on the verandah 
flags, and it was as though something was being 
dragged. 
"Why don't they put him in the cells till the morn- 
ing?'said the colo~~el testily. "See if they've dam- 
aged him, sergeant." 
The mess sergeant fled out into the darkness and 
returned with two troopers and a corporal, all very 
much perplexed. 
"Caught a man stealin' carbines, sir," said the cor- 
poral. "Leastways 'e was crawlin' towards the bar- 
ricks, sir, past the main road sentries, an' the sentry 
'e sez, sir-" 
The limp heap of rags upheld by the three men 
groaned. Never was seen so destitute and demoral- 
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izetl an Afghan. H e  was turbanless, sl~oeless, caked 
with dirt, an!l all but dead with rough handling. Hira 
i n g h  starter1 slightly at the sound of the man's pin. 
Dirkovitch took another glass of brandy. 
"W.l/l~at does the sentry say?" said the colonel. 
"Sez 'e speaks English, sir," said the corporal. 
"So you brotlght him into mess instead of handing 
him over to the sergeant! If he spoke all the Tongues 
of the Pentecost you've no business-" 
Again the btlnclle groaned ancl muttered. Little 
hilildred had risen from his place to inspect. He  
jumped back as though 11e had been shot. 
"Perhaps it woulcl be better, sir, to send the men 
away," said he to the colonel, for he was a much 
privileged subaltern. He put his arms round the rag 
bound horror as he spoke, and dropped him into a 
chair. It may not have been explained that the little- 
ness of hlilrlred lay in his being six feet four and big 
in  proportion. The corporal seeing that an officer was 
disposed to look after the capture, and that the 
colonel's cye was beginning to blaze, proii~ptly re- 
moved himself and his men. The mess was left alone 
with the carbine-thief, who laid his head on the tabIe 
and wept bjlterly, hopelessly, and inconsolably, as 
little children weep. 
Hira Sing11 leapt to his feet. "Colonel Sahib," said 
he, "that man is no Afghan, for they weep Ai! Ai! 
Nor is he of Hindustan, for they weep Olz! Ho! 
- I6 - 
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H e  weeps after the fashion of the white men, who 
saJkOw OW!" 
"Now where the diclcens did you get that knowl- 
edge, Him Singh.?" said the captain of the Lushlcar 
team. 
"I-Iear him !" said Hira Singh simply, pointing a t  
the crumpled figure that wept as though it would 
never cease. 
"He said, 'My God !"' said little Mildred. "1 
heard him say it." 
The colonel and the mess-room looked at  the man 
in silence. I t  is a horrible thing to hear a man 
cry. ' A  woman can sob fl-om the top of her palate, 
or her lips, or anywhere else, but a man mu;t cry from 
his diaphragm, and it rends him to pieces.: 
"Poor devil!" said the colonel, coughirig tremend- 
ously. '"We ought to send him to hospital. He's' 
been manhandled." 
Now the adjutant loved(his carbines. They were 
to him as his grandcl~ildren,) the men standing in the 
first place. He  grunted rebelliously: "I can under- 
stand an Afghan stealing, because he's built that way. 
But J can't understand his cry. That makes it 
worse." 
The brandy must have affected Dirkovitch, for he  
lay back in his chair and stared at the ceiling. There 
was nothing special in the ceiling beyond a shadow 
as of a huge black coffin. Owing to some peculiarity 
in the construction of the mess-room this shadow was 
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thrown when the candles were lighted, It I 
never disturbed the digestion of the White Hussars. 
They were in fact rather proud of it. 
"1s he going to cry all night?" said the colonel, 
I t 
are we supposed to sit up wit11 little Mildredps 
guest until he feels better ?" 
The man in the chair tllrew up his head and stared : 
at the mess. "Oh, my God!" he said, and every soul  1 
i n  the mess rose to his feet. Then the Luskar captain 
did a deed for which he  ought to have been given the  
Victoria Cross--distinguished gallantry it1 a fight: 
against overwhelming curiosity. H e  picked up h is  
team with his eyes as the hostess picks up the ladies 
at the opportune moment, and pausing only by t h e  
colonel's chair to say, 'This isn't our affair, you know, 
sir," led them into the verandah and the gardens. [ 
Hira Singh was the last to go, and he looked at Dirlm- f 
vitch. But Dirkovitch had departed into a brandy- 
paradise of his own. His lips moved without sound 
and he was studying the coffin on the ceiling. 
"Whit+white all over," said Basset-Holmer, t h e  
adjutant. "What a pernicious renegade he must be! 
I wonder where he came from?" 
The  colonel shook the man gently by the arm, and 
"Who are you?" said he. 
There was no answer. The man stared round the T 
mess-room and smiled in the colonel's face. Little 
Mildred, who was always more of a woman than a 
man till "Boot and saddle'' was sounded, repeated the * 
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question in a voice that wonld have drawn confidences 
from a geyser. The man only smiled. Dirkovitch at 
the far end of the table slid gently from his chair to 
the floor. No son of Adam in this present imperfect 
world can mix the Hussars' champagne with the Hus- 
sars' brandy by five and eight glasses of each without 
remembering the pit whence he was digged and de- 
scending thither. The band began to play the tune 
with which the White Hussars from the date of their 
formation have conqluded all their functions. They 
wonld sooner be disbanded than abandon that tune; 
it is a part of their system. The man straightened 
himself in his chair and drummed on the table with 
his fingers. 
"I don't see why we should entertain lunatics," said 
the colonel. "Call a p a r &  and send him off to the 
cells. We'll look into the business in the morning. 
Give him a glass of wine first tho~~gl l .~ '  
Little Mildred filled a sherry-glass with the brandy 
and thrust it over to the man, H e  drank, and the 
tune rose londer, and he straightened himself yet 
more. Then he put out his long-taloned hands to a , , 
piece of plate opposite and fingered it lovingly. There 4 
was a mystery  connected^ with that piece of plate, ie 
the shape of a spring which converted what was a 
seven-branched candlestick, three springs on each side 
and one in the middle, into a sort of wheel-spoke 
candelabrum. I-Ie found the spring, pressed it, and ' 
laughed weakly. H e  rose from his chair and in- 
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spected a picture on the wall, tllen moved on to an- 
other picture, the mess watched him without a word. 
When he came to  the mantelpiece he sllook his head 
and see~lled distressed. A piece of plate representing 
a nloullted hussar in full uniform caught his eye. He 
poirlted to it, and then to the mantelpiece with inquiry 
in his eyes. 
"What is it-011 what is it?" said little Mildred. 
T1len as a mother might speak to a child, "That is a 
horse. Yes, a horse." 
Very slowly came the answer in a thick, passionless 
guttural-"Yes, I-have seen. But-where is the 
horse 7" 
You could have heard the hearts of the mess beating 
as the men drew back to give the stranger full room 
in his wanderings. There was 110 question of calling 
the guard. 
+Again he spoke-very slowly, "Where is our horse?" 
There is but one horse in the White Hussars, and 
his portrait hangs outside the door of the mess-room. 
He is the piebald drum-horse, the king of the regimen- 
tal band, that served the regiment for seven-and- 
thirty years, and in the  end was shot for old age. 
Half the mess tore the thing down from its place and 
thrust it into the man's hands. He placed it above 
the mantelpiece, it clattered on the ledge as his poor 
]lands dropped it, and he  staggered towards the bot- 
tom of the table, falling into Mildred's chair. Then 
all the men spoke to one another something after this 
- 20 - 
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fashion, "The drum-horse hasn't hung over the 
mantelpiece since '67." "How  does he know?" "Mil- 
dred, go and speak to him again." "Colonel, what 
are you going to do? "Oh, dry up, a n d  give the poor 
devil a chance to pull himself together." "It isn't 
possible anyhow. The man's a lunatic." 
Little Mildred stood a t  the colonel's side talking in 
his ear. "Will you be good enough to take your seats 
please, gentlemen !" he said, and t h e  mess dropped 
into the chairs. Only Dirkovitch's seat,  next to little 
Mildred's, was blank, and little Mildred himself had 
found Hira Singh's place. The wide-eyed tness-ser- 
geant filled the glasses in dead silence. Once more the 
colonel rose, but his hand shook, and  the port spilled 
on the table as he loolced straight at the man in little 
Mildred's chair and said hoarsely, "Mr. Vice, the 
Queen." There was a little pause, b u t  the man sprung 
to his feet and answered without hesitation, "The 
Queen, God bless her !" and as he emptied the thin glass 
he snapped the shank between his fingers. 
Long and long ago, when the Empress of India waa 
a young woman and there were no unclean ideals in 
the land, it was the custom of a f e w  messes to drink 
the Queen's toast in broken glass, t o  the vast delight 
because there is nothing to break anything for, 
except now and again the word of a Government, and 
that has been broken already. 
"That settles it," said the colonel, with a gasp. 
"He's not a sergeant. What in t he  world is he?" 
- 21 - 
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The entire mess echoed the word, and the volley of 
cluestions would have scared any man. It was '.no 
jvonder that the ragged, filtlly invader could only sinile 
and shake his head. 
From under the table, calm and smiling, rose Dirko- 
vitch, who had been roused from healthful slumber 
by feet upon his body. By the side of the nlan lie 
rose, and the nlan shrieked and grovelled. I t  was a 
. 
horrible sight coming SO swiftly upon the pride and 
glory of the toast that had brought the strayed ulits 
together. 
Dirkovitch made no offer to raise him, but little 
Mildred heaved him up in an instant. I t  is not good 
that a gentleman who can answer to the Queen's toast 
should lie a t  the feet of of a subaltern of Cossacks. 
The hasty action tore the wretch's upper clotbing 
nearly to the waist, and his body was seamed with dry 
black scars. There is only one weapon in the world 
that cuts in parallel lines, and it is neither the cane 
nor the cat. Dirkovitch saw the marks, and the pupils 
of his eyes dilated. Also his face changed. H e  said 
something that sounded like Shto ve takete, and the 
man fawning answered, Chetyre. 
"What's that?" said everybody together. 
"His number. That is number four, you know." 
Dirkovitch spoke very thickly. 
"What has a Queen's officer to do with a qualified 
number?" said the Colonel, and an unpleasant gro\.;l 
ran' round the table. 
p.ec7 
o w l  
THE MAN WHO 'WAS 
"I-Iow can f tell?' said the affable Oriental with a 
sweet smile. "He is a-how you have it?-escape- 
run-a-way, from over there." H e  nodded towards the 
darkness of the night. 
"Sped< to him if he'll answer you, and speak to him 
gently," said little Mildred, settling the Inan in a cl~air. 
It  seemed most improper to all present that Dirkovitch 
should slp brandy as he talked in purring, spitting 
Russian to the creature who answered SO feebly and 
, with such evident dread. But since Dirkovitch ap- 
' a peared to understand no one said a word. All 
breathed heavily, leaning forward, in the long gaps - 
of the conversation. The next time t h a t  they have no 
engagements on hand the White Hussars intend to go 
to Petersburg in a body to leain Russian. 
"He does not know how many years ago," said Dirk- 
ovitch, facing the mess, "but he says it was very long 
ago in a war. I think that there was an accident. He 
says he was of this glorious and distinguisl~ed regi- 
ment in the war." 
"The rolls ! The rolls ! Rolmer, get the rolls!" said 
little Mildred, and the adjutant dashed off bare-headed 
to the orderly-room, where the muster-rolls of the 
regiment were kept. He returned just in time to heap 
Dirkovitch conclude, "Therefore, m y  dear f'riends, I! 
am most sorry to say there was a n  accident which 
would have been reparable if he had apologized to 
that our colonel, which he had insulted." 
Then followed another growl which the colonel tried 
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to beat down. The mess was in no mood just then  to 
weigh insults to  Russian colonels. 
"I-Ie does not remember, but I think that there  w a s  
an accident, and so h e  was not exchanged amotlg t h e  
prisoners, bur lie was sent to another place-how d o  
you say?-the country. So, he says, h e  came he re .  
H e  does not know how he came. Eh? IJe w a s  a t  
CliepanyJ-the nlan caught the word, nodded, a n d  
shivered-"at Zhigansk and Irkutsk. I cannot under-  
stand how he escaped. He says, too, that he was in 
the forests for maily years, but how many years  h e  
has forgotten-that with many things. I t  was atr 
accident; done because he did not apologize to that 
our colonel. A h  !" 
Instead of echoing Dirkovitch's sigh of regret, i t  
is sad to record that the White Hussars livelily ex- 
hibited un-Christian delight and other emotions, h a r d l y  
restrained by their sense of hospitality. Holmer flung 
the frayed and yellow regimental rolls 011 the table, 
ant\ the men flung themselves a t  these. 
"Steady! Fifty-sis - fifty-five - fifty-four," said 
Holmer. "Here we are. "Lieutenant Austin Lim- 
mason. Missing." That was before Sebastopol. 
W h a t  an infernal shame! Insulted one o'f their col- 
onels, and was quietly shipped off. Thirty years o f  
his life wiped out." 
"Bnt he never apologized. Said he'd see him 
damned first," clloroused the mess. 
"Poor chap! I suppose he never I ~ a d  the chance 
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afterwards. How did he come here?" said the colonel. 
The dingy heap in the chair could give no answer. 
"Do you lcnow whom you are?" 
I t  laughed weakly. 
"Do you know that you are Limmason-Lieutenant 
Limmason of the White Hussars?" 
Swiftly as a shot came the answer, in a slightly sur- 
prised tone, "Yes, I'm Limmason, of course." The 
light died out in his eyes, and the man collapsed, 
watching every motion of Dirlcovitch with terror. A 
flight from Siberia may fix a few elementary facts in 
the mind, but it does not seem to lead to continuity 
of thought. The man could not explain how, like a 
homing pigeon, he had found his way to his own old 
mess again. Of what he had suft'ered or seen he 
knew nothing. He cringed before Dirkovitch as in- 
stinctively as he had pressed the spring of the candle- 
stick, sought the picture of the drum-horse, and an- 
swered to the toast of the Queen. The rest was a 
blank that the dread Russian tongue could only in 
part remove. His head bowed on his breast, and he 
giggled and cowered alternately. 
The devil that lived in the brandy prompted Dirko- 
vitch at this extremely inopportune moment to make 
a speech. He rose, swaying slightly, gripped the 
table-edge, while his eyes glowed like opals, and be- 
gan : 
"Fellow-soldiers glorious-true friends and hos- 
pitables. It was an accident, and deplorable-most de- 
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plorable." FZcre he smiled sweetly all round the mess. 
"But yo*; will think of this little, little thing. So little, 
is it not? The Czar! Posh! I slap my fingers-I 
silap my fingers at him. Do I believe in him? No! 
But in us Slav who has done nothing, 1zi1lt I believe. 
Seventy-how much-millions peoples that have done 
nothing-not one thing. Posh! Napoleon was an I 
episode." He banged a hand on the table. "Hear I I 
you, old peoples, we have done nothing in the world- . 
' 
out here. All our work: is to do ; and it shall be done, 
old peoples. Get a-way !" He waved his hand im- 
periously, and pointed to the man. "You see him. H e  
is not good to see. He  was just one little-oh, so 
little-accident, that no one remembered. Now lle is 
Tlzat! So will you be, brother soldiers so brave-SO 
will you be. But you will never come back. YOU 
will all go where he is gone, or"-he pointed to the 
great coffin-shadow on the ceiling, and muttering, 
"Seventy millions-get a-way, you old ~eoples," fell 
asleep. 
"Sweet, and to the point," said little Mildred. 1 
"Wllat's the use of getting wroth? Let's make this 
poor devil comfortable." 
But that was a matter suddenly and swiftly taken 
from the loving hands of the White I-Iussars. The  
lieutenant had returned only to go away again three I 
days later, when the wail of the Dead March, and 
the tramp of the sqt~adrons, told the wonderiilg Sta- 
tion, who saw no gap in the mess-table, that an officer 
C 
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of the regiment had resigned his new-found commis- 
sion. 
And Dirkovitch, bland, supple, and always genial, 
welit away too by a night train. Little Mildred and 
another nun saw him off, for he was the guest of the 
mess, and even had he smitten the colonel with the 
open hand, the law of that mess allowed 110 relaxation 
of hospitality. 
"Good-bye, Dirkovitch, and a pleasant journey," said 
little Mildred. 
"AZL revoir," said the Russiatl. 
"Indeed! But we thought you were going home?" 
"Yes, but I will come again. My dear friends, is 
that road shut?" He poiiltecl to where the North Star 
burned over the Rhyber Pass. 
"By Jove! I forgot. Of  course. Happy to meet 
you, old man, any time you like. Got everything you 
want? Cheroots, ice, bedding? That's all right. 
Well, azt rcvoir, Dirkovitch." 
"U~I,"  said the other man, as the tail-lights of the 
train grew small. "0 f-all-the-unmitigated- !" 
Little Mildred answered nothing, but watched the 
north star and hummed a selection from a recent 
Sirnla burlesque that had much delighted t'he White 
Hussars. It ran- 
d'm sorry for Mister Bluebeard, 
I'm sorry ro cause him pain : 
'But a terrible spree there's sure to be 
When he comes back again. 

THE MAN WHO WOULD BE KING. 
"Brother to a Prince and fellow to a beggar if he 
be found worthy." 
IIE Law, as quoted, lays down a fair cow- 
duct of life, and one not easy to follow, 
I have been fellow to a beggar again and 
again under circumstances which pre- 
vented either of us finding out whether 
the other was worthy. I have still to be brother to a 
I Prince, though I once.caine near to kinship with what 
I miglit have been a veritable King and was promised 
I the reversion of a I<ingdom-army, law-courts, rev- 
enue and policy all complete. But, to-day, I greatly 
fear that my King is dead, and if  I want a crown I 
must go and hunt it for myself. 
The beginning of everything was in a railway train 
upon the road to Mhow from Ajmir. There had been 
a Deficit in the Budget, which necessitated traveling, 
not Second-class, which is only half as dear as First- 
class, but by Intermediate, which is very awful in- 
deed. There are no cushions in the,Intermediate-class, 
and the population are either Intermediate, which is 
Eurasian, or  native, which for a long night jour- 
ney is nasty, or Loafer, which is amusing though - 29 - 
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intoxicated. Intermediates do not patronize re- 
freshment-rooms. They carry their -food in bundles 
and pots, and buy sweets from the native sweetmeat- 
sellers, and drink the roadside water. That is why in 
the hot weather Intermediates are taken out of the 
;.r.riages dead, and in all weathers are most properly 
:. .~tted down upon. 
'4y particular Intermediate happened to be empty 
, i : i  I reached Nasirabad, when a huge gentleman in 
.jIiht-slee~es entered, and, following the custom of In- 
termediates, passed the time of day. He was a wan- 
derer and a vagabond like myself, but with an edu- 
cated taste for whisky. He told tales of things he 
had seen and done, of out-of-the-way corners of the 
Empire into which he had penetrated, and of adven- 
tures in which he risked his life for a few days' food. 
"If India was filled with men like you and me, not 
knowing more than the crows where they'd get their 
next day's rations, it isn't seventy millions of rev- 
enue the land would be paying-it's seven httndred 
millions," said he; and as I looked at his mouth and 
clliti I was disposed to agree with him. We  talked 
politics-the politics of Loaferdom that sees things 
from the underside where the lath and plaster are not 
smoothed off-and we talked postal arrangements be- 
(:ause my friend wanted to send a telegram back from 
I the next station to Ajrnir, which is the turning-off 
place from the Bombay to the Mhow line as you trayel 
! westward. My friend had no money beyond eight - 30 - 
I 
THE MAN WHO WOULD BE KING 
jmph. 
an in  
If In-  
,s he  Y 
f the  , 
t h e i r  
rev- 
t d r e d  
a n d  
xlked 
Lings 1 n o t  
1x2- 
annas which he wanted for dinner, and I had no inoney 
at all, owing to the hitch in the Budget before men- 
tioned. Further, I was going into a wilderness 
where, though I should resume touch with the Treas- 
ury, there were no telegraph offices. I was, therefore, 
unable to help him in any way. 
"We might thr,eaten a Station-master, and make him 
send a wire on tick," said my friend, "but that'd mean 
inquiries for you and for me, and I've got my hands 
full these days. Did you say you are traveling back 
along this line within any days?" 
"Within ten," I said. 
"Can't you make it eight?" said he. "Mine is rather 
urgent business." 
"I can send your telegram within ten days if that 
will serve you," I said. 
"I couldn't trust the wire to fetch him, now I think 
of it. It's this way. He  leaves Delhi on the ~ 3 r d  for 
Bombay. That means he'll be running through Ajmir 
about the night of the 23d." 
"But I'm going into the Indian Desert," I explained. 
"Well agzd good," said he. "You'll be changing at 
Marwar Junction to get into Jodhpore territory-you 
must do that-and he'll be coming il~rough Marwar 
Jullction in the early morning of the 24th by the Bom- 
bay Mail. Can you be at Marwar Junction on that 
time? 'Twon't be incoilveniencing you, because I know 
that there's precious few pickings to be got out of 
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these Central India States-eve11 though you pretend 
to be correspondent of the Backwoodsn~aa.~~ 
"Have you ever tried that trick?" I asked. 
"Again and again, but the Residents find you out, 
and then you get escorted to the Border before you've 
time to get your knife into them. But about my friend 
here. I tnust give hiin a word o' mouth to tell him 
what's come to me, or else he won't know where to go. 
I would take it more than kind of you if you was to 
come out of Central India in time to catch him a t  
Marwar Junction, and say to 11irn:-'lie has gone 
South for the week.' He'll know what that means. 
He's a big man with a red beard, and a great swell 
he is. You'll find him sleeping lilre a gentleman with 
all his luggage round him in a Second-class cornpart- 
inent. But don't you be afraid. Slip down the win- 
(low, and say :-'He has gone South for the week,' 
and he'll tuilible. It's only cutting your time of stay 
in those parts by two days. I ask you as a strangeT- 
going to the West," he said with emphasis. 
"Where have yo16 come from?" said I. 
"Fronl the East," said he, "and I am hoping that 
you will gire him the message on the Square-for the 
sake of my Mother as wcll as your own." 
E~lglislmrtl are not usually softened by appeals to 
the lnemory of their mothers, but for certain reasons, 
which will be fully apparent, I saw fit to agree. 
"It's more than a little matter," said he, "and that's 
why I ask you to do it-and now I know that I can 
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depend on you doing it. A Second-class carriage at 
Marwar Junction, and a red-haired man asleep in it- 
You'll be sure to remember. 1 get out at the next 
station, alld I must hold on there till he comes o r  sellds 
me what I want." 
"I'll give the message if I catch him," I said, " a d  
for the sake of your Mother as well as mjlle 1'11 give 
you a word of advice. Don't try to run Celltral 
India States just now as the correspondent of the 
back wood^^^. There's a real one k ~ ~ o c k i n g  about 
here, and it might lead to trouble." 
"Thank you," said he simply, "ar~d when will the 
swine be gone? I can't starve because he's ruining. 
my work. I wanted to get hold of the Dcgumhr 
Rajah down here about his father's ~ v i ~ ~ t l t r ~ ~ ~ ,  i t ~ c l  
give him a jump." 
"What did he do to his father's widow, tllcn?" 
"Filled her up with red pepper and slipperccl her 
to death as she hung from a beam. I found that 
out myself and I'm the only Inan that  woultl dare 
going into the State to get hush-money for it. 
They'll try to  poison me, same as they tliri in 
Chortumna when I went on the loot there. 
you'll give the man a t  Marwar Juilctiorl my  mes- 
sage 7" 
He got out a t  a little roadside station, ant1 T rc- 
fleeted. I had h a ~ d ,  more than once, of per- 
sonating correspondents of newspapers and bleed- 
ing small Native States with threats of exposure, 
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but I had never met any of the caste before. They 
lead a hard life, and generally die with great sud- 
denness. The Native States hmave a wholeson~e llor- 
ror of English newspapers, which may throw l ight  
on their peculiar methods of government, and d o  
their best to choke correspondents with champagne, 
or drive them out of their mind with four-in-hand 
barouches. They do not understand that nobody 
cares a straw for the internal administration of 
Native States so long as oppression and crime a r e  
kept within decent limits, and the ruler is not drug- 
ged, drunk, or diseased from one end of the year t o  
the other. Native States were created by Provi- 
dence in order to supply picturesque scenery, tigers, 
and tall-writing. They are the dark places of t h e  
earth, full of unimaginable cruelty, touching t h e  
Railway and the Telegraph on one side, and, o n  
the other, the days of Harun-al-Raschid. When I 
left the train I did business with divers Kings, and  
in eight days passed throtlgh many changes of life. 
Sometimes I wore dress-clothes and consorted wi th  
Priiices and Politicals, drinking from crystal and  
eating from silver. Sometimes I lay out upon the 
ground and devoured what I could get, from a plate 
made of a flapjack, and drank the running water, 
and slept under the same rug as my servant. It 
was all in the day's work. 
Then I headed for the Great Indian Desert upon 
the proper date, as I had promised, and the night  
- 34 - 
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Mail set me down at Marwar Junction, where a 
funny little happy-go-lucky, native-managed rail- 
way runs to  Jodhpore. The Bombay Mail from 
Delhi makes a short halt a t  Marwar. She arrived 
as I got in, and I had just time to hurry to her plat- 
form and go down the carriages. There was only 
one Second-class on the  train. I slipped the win- 
dow and looked down upon a flaming red beard, 
half covered by a railway rug. That was my man, 
fast asleep, and I dug him gently in the ribs. He 
woke with a grunt, and I saw his face in the light 
of the lamps. I t  was a great and shining face. 
"Tickets again?' said he. 
"No," said I "I am to tell you that he is gone 
South for the week. He is gone South for the 
week !" 
The train had begun to move out. T h e  red man 
rubbed his eyes. "He has gone Soutll for the week!" 
he repeated. "Now that's just like his impudence. 
Did he say that I was to  give you anything?- 
'Cause I won't." 
"He didn't," I said and dropped away, and watch- 
ed the red lights die out in the dark. It was hor- 
ribly cold because the wind was blowing off the 
sands. I climbed into my own train-not an In- 
termediate Carriage this time-and went to  sleep. 
r x p o l l  # If the man with the beard had given me a rupee 
fright I should have kept i t  as a memento of a rather 
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curious affair. But the consciousness of h a v i n g  
I done my duty was my only reward. 
Later on I reflected that two gentlemen like my 
friends could not do any good if they foregathered  
and personated correspondents of newspapers, a n d  
might, if they "stuck up" one of the little r a t - t r a p  
I states of Central India or Southern Rajputana, get 
themselves into serious difficulties. I the re fo re  
toolc some trouble t o  describe them a s  accura te ly  
as I could reillenlber to people who would be in- 
terested in deporting them: and succeeded, s o  I 
was later informed, in having them headed back  
from the Degumber borders. 
Then I became respectable, and returned t o  a n  
office where there were no Kings and n o  inc idents  
except the daily manufacture of a newspaper. A 
newspaper office seems to attract every conceivable 
sort of person, to the prejudice of discipline. Zen- 
I 
1 ana-mission ladies arrive, and beg that the Edi tor  
I 
will instantly abandon all his duties to  describe a 
E Christian prize-giving in a black-slum of a perfect ly 
inaccessible village ; Co1,onels who have been over- 
passed for commands sit down and sketch the out- 
line of a series of ten, twelve, or twenty-four lead- 
ing articles on Seniority versus Selection ; mission- 
aries \vish to know why they have not been per- 
mitted to escape from their regular vehicles of 
abuse and swear at a brother-missionary u n d e r  
special patronage of the editorial We ; ! t randed I -- . - 36 - 
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to an , 
theatrical companies troop up to  explain that they 
cannot pay h r  their advertisements, but on their 
return from New Zealand or Tahiti will do so with 
interest; inventors of patent punkah-pulling ma- 
chines, carriage couplings, and unbreakable swords 
and axle-trees call with specificatiolls it1 their 
pockets and hours at  their disposal; tea-companies 
enter and elaborate their prospectuses with the 
office pens; secretaries of ball-committees clamor to 
have the glories of their last dance more fully ex- 
pounded; strange ladies rustle in and say :-"I want 
a hundred lady's cards printed at once, please," 
which is manifestly hart  oE an Editor's duty; and 
every dissolute ruffian that ever tramped the Grand 
Trunk Road makes it his business to ask for em- 
ployment as a proof-reader. And, all the time, the 
telephone-bell is ringing madly, and Kings are be- 
ing killed on the Continent, and Empires are say- 
i11g-"You're 'another," and Mister Gladstone is 
calling down brimstone upon the British Domin- 
ions, and the little black copy-boys ate whining, 
"kai-pi-chay-hey&" (copy wanted) like tired bees, 
and most of the paper is as blank as Modrek's 
shield. 
But that is the amusing part of the year. There 
are other six months wherein none ever come to 
call, and the thermometer walks inch by inch up to 
the top of the glass, and the office is darkened to 
just above reading-light, and the press machines 
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are red-hot of touch, and nobody writes anything 
but accounts of amusemellts in the Ilill-stations or 
obituary notices. Then the telephone becomes a 
tinkling terror, because it tells you of the sudden 
deaths of men and women that you knew intimate- 
ly, and the prickly-heat covers you as  with a gar- 
nient, and you sit down and write:-"A slight ia- 
crease of sickness is reported from the Khuda Janta 
Khan District. The  outbreak is purely sporadic in 
its nature, and, thanks to  the energetic efforts of 
the District authorities, is now almost a t  an end .  
I t  is, however, with deep regret we record the deaths," 
etc. 
Then the sickness reaIly breaks out, and the l e s s  
recording and reporting the better for the peace of 
the subscribers. But the Empires and the K i n g s  
continue to  divert themselves as  selfishly as  before, 
and the Foreman thinks that a daily paper real ly 
ought to come out once in twenty-four hours, and 
all the people at the Hill-station in the middle of 
their amusements say :-"Good gracious ! Why 
can't the paper be sparkling? I'm sure there's plenty 
going on up here." 
That is the dark half of the moon, and, as the 
advertisements say, "must be experienced t o  be 
appreciated!' 
It was in that season, and a remarkably evil sea-  
son, that the paper began running the last issue o f  
the week on Saturday night, which is to say Sun- 
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day morning, after the custom of a London paper. 
?'his was a great conveniet~ce, for immediately after 
the paper was put to bed, the dawn would lower 
the thermometer from 960 to almost 8 4 O  for half 
an *hour, and in that chill-you have no idea how 
cold is 840 or, the glass until you begin to pray for 
it-a very tired man could set off to sleep ere the 
heat roused him. 
One Saturday night it  was my pleasant duty to  
put  the paper to bed alone. A King or courtier or 
a courtesan or  a community was going t o  die o r  
get  a new Constitution, or do something that  was 
important o n  the other side of the world, and the 
Faper was to be held open till the latest possible 
minute in order to catch the  telegram. It was a 
pitchy black night, as stifling as a June night can 
be, and the loo, the red-hot wind from the west- 
ward, was booming among the tinder-dry trees and 
pretending that the rain was on its heels. Now alld 
again a spot of almost boiling water would fall oil 
the dust with the flop of a frog, but all our weary 
world knew that was only pretense. It was  a shade 
cooler in the press-room than the office, s o  I sat 
there, while the type ticked and clicked, and the 
night-jars hooted a t  the windows, and the all but 
naked compositors wiped the sweat from their fore- 
heads and called for water. The thing tha t  was 
keeping us  back, whatever it was, would not come 
off, though the loo dropped and the last type was 
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set, and the whole round earth stood still in the 
choking heat, with its finger on its lip, to wait the 
event. I drowsed, and wondered whether the tele- 
graph was a blessing, and whether this dying man, 
or struggling people, was aware of the inconveni- 
ence the delay was causing. There was no special 
reason beyond the heat and worry to make tension, 
but, as  the clock-hands crept up to three o'clock and 
the machines spun their fly-wheels two and three 
times to see that all was in order, before I said the 
word that would set them off, I could have shriek- 
ed aloud. 
Then the roar and rattle of the wheels shivered 
the quiet into little bits. I rose to go away, but 
two men in white clothes stood in front of me. 
The first one said :-"It's him !" The second said :- 
"So it is!" And they both laughed almost as loud- 
ly as the machinery roared, *and mopped their fore- 
heads. "We see there was a light burning across 
the road and we were sleeping in that ditch there 
for coolness, and I said to my friend here, "The 
office is open. Let's come along and speak to him 
as turned us back from the Degumber State," said 
the smaller of the two. He was the man I had met 
in the Mhow train, and his fellow was the red-bearded 
man of Marwar Junction. There was no mistaking 
the eyebrows of the one or the beard of the other. 
I was not pleased, because I wished to go to sleep, 
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not to squabble with loafers. "What do you want?" 
I asked. 
"Half an hour's talk with you cool and comfortable, 
in the office," said the red-bearded man. "We'd like 
some drink-the Contrack doesn't begin yet, Peachey, 
so you needn't look-but what we really want is ad- 
vice. We don't want money. We ask you as a favor, 
becatlse you did us a bad turn about Degumber." 
I led from the press-room to the stifling ofice with 
the maps on the walls, and the red-haired man rubbed 
his hands. "That's something like," said he. "This 
was the proper shop to corn6 to. Now, Sir, let me 
introduce to you Brother Peachey Carnehan, that's 
-I .------_I__ -- _ 
him, and Brother D&l-Dravot, that IS me, and the 
less said about our~rofess~ons  the better, for we have 
been most things in our time. Soldier, sailor, com- 
positor, photographer, proof-reader, street-preacher, 
and correspondents of the Backwoodsma7z when we 
thought the paper wanted one. Carnehan is sober, 
aud so am I. Look at us first and that's sure. I t  will 
save you cutting into my talk. We'll take one of your 
cigars apiece, and you shall see us light." 
I watched the test. The met1 were absolutely sober, 
so I gave them each a tepid peg. 
t 
t 
"Well and good," said Carnehan of the eyebrows, 
wiping the froth from his mustache. "Let me talk 
now, Dan. We have been all over India, mostly on 
: foot. We have been boiler-fitters, engine-drivers, 
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petty contractors, and all that, and we have decided 
that India isn't big enough for such as us." 
They certainly were too big for the office. Dravot's 
beard seemed to fill half the room and Carnehan's 
shoulders the other half, as they sat on the big table. 
Carnehan continued :-"The country isn't half worked 
out because they that governs it won't let you touch 
it. They spend all their blessed' time in governing it, 
and you can't lift a spade, nor chip a rock, nor look 
for oil, nor anything like that without all the govern- 
ment saying-'Leave it alone and let us govern.' 
Therefore, such as it  is, we will let it alone, and go  
away to some other place where a man isn't crowded 
and can come to his own. We are not little men, and 
there is nothing that we are afraid of except Drink, 
and we have signed a Contrack on that. Therefore, 
we are going away to be Kings." 
"Kings in our own right," muttered Dravot. 
"Yes, of course," I said. "You've been tramping 
in the sun, and it's a very warm night, and hadn't you 
better sleep over the notion? Come to-morrow." 
"Neither drunk nor sunstruck," said Dravot. "We 
have slept over the notion half a year, and require to  
see Books and Atlases, and we have decided that there 
is only one place now-in the world that two strong 
men can ~ar-a-whack! They call it,-+firistan-, By my 
reckoning it's the top right-had corner of Af $nJ- 
~.s,tx,,not more than three hundred miles frdii"#esha- 
war. They have two and thirty heathen idols there, 
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and we'll be the thirty-third. It's a mountaineous 
country, and the women of those parts are very'be&u- 
tiful." 
"But that is provided against in the Contrack," said 
Carnehan. "Neither Women nor Liqu-or, Daniel.?' 
"And that's all we know, except that no one has 
gone there, and they fight, and in any place where 
they fight a man who knows how to drill men can al- 
ways be a King. We shall go to those parts and say 
to any King we find-'D' you want to vanquish your 
foes?' and we will show him how to driU men; for  
that we know better than anything else. Then we 
will subvert that King and seize his throne and estab- 
lish a Dy-nasty." 
"You'll be cut to pieces before you're fifty miles 
across the Border," I said. "You have to travel through 
Afghanistan to get to that country. It's one mass of 
mountains and peaks and glaciers, and no Englishman 
has been through it. The people are utter brutes, and 
even if you reached them you couldn't do anything." 
"That's more like," said Carnehan. "If you could 
think us a little more mad we would be more pleased. 
We have come to you to knaw about this country, to 
read a book about it, and to be shown maps. W e  
want you to tell us that we are fools and to show us 
your books." He turned to the book-cases. 
"Are you at  all in earnest?" I said. 
"A little," said Dravot sweetly. "As big a map as 
you have got, even if it's all blank where Kafiristan 
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is, and any books you've got. We can read, though 
y & ' t  very educated." 
I uncased the big thirty-two-miles-to-the-inch 
of India, and two smaller Frontier maps, hauled 
down volu~ne INF-IUN of the E ? ~ c y ~ l o p a e d i ~  
Bm'ta?znica, and the men consulted them. 
"See here!" said Dravot, his thumb on the map. 
"Up to Jagdallak, Peachey and me know the road. 
We was there with Rdberts's Army. We'll have to 
turn off to the right at Jagdallak through lkghmann 
territory. Then we get among the hills-fourteen 
thousand feet-fifteen thousand-it will be cold work 
there, but it don't look very far on the map." 
I handed him Wood on the Sources of the Ozus. 
Carnehan was deep in the Encyclopaedia. 
"They're a mixed lot," said Dravot reflectively: 
"and it won't help us  to know the names of their 
tribes, The more tribes the more they'll fight, and 
the better for us. From Jagdallak to Ashang. 
H'mm !" 
"But all the information about the country is as  
sketchy and inaccurate as can be," I protested. 
"No one knows anything about it really. Here's 
the file of the United Services' Imtitrcte. Read what 
Bellew says." 
"Blow Bellew 1" said Carnehan. "Dan, they're an 
all-fired lot of heathens, but this book here says 
they think they're related to us English," 
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I smoked while the men pored over Rauerty, Wood, 
the maps and the E n c y c l o p d h .  
"There is  no use your waiting," said Dravot 
politely. "It's about four o'clock now. We'll go 
before six o'clock if you want to sleep, and we 
won't steal any of the papers. Don't you sit up. 
We're two harmless lunatics, and if you come, to- 
morrow evening, down to the Serai we'll say goact- 
by to you." 
"You are two fools,J1 I answered. "You'll be 
turned back at  the Frontier or cut up the minute 
you set foot in Afghanistan. Do you want any 
money or a recommendation down-country? I can 
help you to the chance of work next week." 
"Next week we shall be hard at w o r k  ourselves, 
thank you," said Dravot. "It isn't so easy being a 
Ring as it looks. When we've got o u r  Kingdom in 
going order we'll let you know, and you can come up 
and help us lo govern it." 
"Would two luilatics make a Contrack like that?" 
said Carnehan, with subdued pride, showing me a 
greasy half-sheet of note-paper on which was written 
the following. I copied it, then and there, as a curi- 
osity :- 
This Colatract betweew we and you persuing d- 
nesseth in the m ~ e  of God-Amelc sled so forth. 
(One) That me artd you rPrill settle this matter to- 
gether: i. e., to be Kings of Kafirktan. 
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( T ~ c ~ o )  That  you and me will not, while this  matter 
is being settled, look at any Liquor, nor 
any Womnu~z black, white or brown, so cw 
to get mixed up with one or the other 
harntf icl. 
(T l t r ce )  That  we  cond2~ct O U T S ~ ~ V B S  with digllity and 
discretion, and if otie of zis gets into 
trouble the otlzer will stay by hint. 
Siyaed by y o t ~  and Ine this day. 
Pcachey Tnliaferro Cam~elzan. 
Daniel Dravot. 
Both Gentlmnen at Large. 
"There was no need for the last article," said Carne- 
hanJ blushing n~odestly; "but it looks regular. NOW 
you know the sort of men that loafers are-we are 
loafers, Dan, until we get out of India-and do you 
think that we would sign a Contrack like that unless 
we was in earnest? We have kept away from the 
two things that make life worth having." 
"You won't enjoy your lives much longer if you 
are going to try this idiotic adventure. Don't set the 
office on fire," I said, "and go away before nine 
oJc1OCk.~' 
I left them still poring over the maps and making 
notes on the back of the "Contrack." "Be sure to . . 
come down to the Serai to-morrow," were their part- i [ 
ing words. 
The  Kumharsen Serai is the great four-square sink a t 
of  humanity where the strings of camels and horses , , 
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from the North load and unload. All the nationalities 
of Central Asia may be found there, and most of the I 
folk of India proper. Balkh and Bokhara there meet 
Bengal and Bombay, and try to draw eye-teeth. You : 
can buy ponies, turquoises, Persian pussy-cats, saddle- 
bags, fat-tailed sheep and musk in the Kumharsen / 
Serai, and get many strange things for nothing. In { 
the afternoon I went down there to see whether my 
friends intended to keep their word or were lying 
about drunk. I 
A priest attired in fragments of ribbons and rags 1 
stalked up to me, gravely twisting a child's paper 
whirligig. Behind him was his servant bending under 
the load of a crate of mud toys. The two were load- , '  
ing up two camels, and the inhabitants of the Serai I 
watched them with shrieks of laughter. L I' 
"The priest is mad," said a horse-dealer to me. ' 1 4  
/ti 
"He is going up to Kabul to sell toys to the Amir. ;f 
He will either be raised to honor o r  have his head ' ' t  
cut off. H e  came in here this morning and has beeti 
behaving madly ever since." !I . P "The witless are under the protection of God," r,] 
1, 
stammered a flat-cheeked Usberg in broken Hindi. , , 
"They foretell future events." z i 
"Would they could have foretold that my caravan [j 
would have been cut up by the Shinwaris almost 
within the shadow of the Pass I" grunted the Eusufrai 11 
agent of a Rajputana trading-house whose goods had 
been feloniously diverted into the hands of other 




robbers just across the Border, and whose misfor- 
"1 
tunes were the laughing-stock of the bazar. "Oh&, 
priest, whence come you and whither do you go 7" 
f 1 
"From Roum have I come," shouted the priest, wav- 1 
ing his whirligig; "from Roum, blown by the breath I 
of a hundred devils across the sea! 0 thieves, rob- 
bers, liars, the blessing of Pir Khan on pigs, dogs, and 
perjurers! Who will take the Protected of God to 
the North to sell charms that are never still to the 
Amir? The camels shall not gall, the sons shall not !' 
fall sick, and the wives shall remain faithful while 
they are away, of the men who give me place in their 1 I 
caravan. Who will assist me to slipper the King of 
the Roos with a golden slipper with a silver heel? 1 
The.protection of Fir Khan be upon his labors I" H e  
spread odt the skirts of  his gaberdine and pirouetted 
between the lines of tethered horses. 
i 
j 
"There starts a caravan from Peshawar to Kabul 
in,twenty days, Humut," said the Eusufzai trader. \ 
"My camels go therewith. D o  thou also go and bring 
11s good-luck;" 
"I will go even now !" shouted the priest. "I will 
depart upon my winged camels, and be at  Peshawar 
in a day! Ho! Hazar Mir Khan," he yelled to his 
servant, "drive out the camels, but let me first mount i 
my own." 
H e  leaped on the back of his beast as it knelt, and, 
turning round to me, cried:-"Come thou also, Sahib, 
1 
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a little along the road, and I will sell thee a charin- 
an amulet that shall make thee King of Kafiristan." 
Then the light broke upon me, and I followed the 
two camels out of the Serai, till we reached open road 
and the priest halted. 
"What d' you thinlc o' that?' said he in English. 
"Carnehan can't talk their patter, so I've made him 
my servant. H e  makes a handsome servant. 'Tisn't 
for nothing that I've been knocking about the country 
for fourteen years. Didn't I do that talk neat? We'll 
hitch on to a caravan a t  Peshawar till we get to Jag- 
dallak, and then we'll see if we can get donkeys for  
our camels, and strike into Kafiristan. Whirligigs 
for the Amir, 0 Lor! P u t  your hand under the 
camel-bags and tell me what you feel." 
I felt the butt of a Martini, and another and another. 
"Twenty of 'em," said 'Dravot placidly. "Twenty of 
'em, and ammunition to correspond, under the whirli- 
gigs and the mud dolls." 
"Heaven help you if you are caught with those 
things!" I said. "A Martini is worth her weight in 
silver among the Pathans." 
"Fifteen hundreds rupees of capital-every rupee 
we could beg, borrow, or steal-are invested on these 
two camels," said Dravot. W e  won't get caught. 
We're going through the Khaiber with a regular cara- 
van. Who'd touch s poor mad priest?" 
"Have you got everything you want?" I asked, 
overcome with astonishment. 
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"Not yet, but we shall soon. Give me a memento 
of your kindness, Brother. You did me a service yes- 
terday, and that time in Marwar. Half my Kingdom 
shall you have, as the saying is." ' I slipped a small 
charm compass from my watch-chain and handed it 
up to the priest. 
"Good-by," said Dravot, giving me his hand cauti- 
ously. "It's the last time we'll shake hands with an 
Englishman these many days. Shalce hands with him, 
Carnehan," he cried, as the second camel passed me. 
Carnehan leaned down and shook hands. 
Then the camels passed away alollg the dusty road. 
and I was left alone to wonder. My eye could detect 
no failure in the disguises. These scene in the Serai 
attested that they were complete to the native mind. 
There was just the chance, therefore, that Carnehan 
. and Dravot would be able to wander through Afghan- 
istan without detection. But, beyond, they would find 
death, certain and awful death. 
Ten days later a native friend of mine, giving me 
the news of the day from Peshawar, wound up his 
letter with :-"There has been much laughter here on 
account of a certain mad priest who is going in his 
estimation to sell petty gauds and insignificant trinkets 
which he ascribes as great charms to H. H. the Amir 
i of Bokhara. He  passed through Peshawar and asso- ciated himself to the Second Summer caravan that 
I goes to Kabul. The merchants are pleased because a" 
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through superstition they imagine that such mad fel- 
lows bring good-fortune." 
The  two, 'then, were beyond the Border. I would 
have prayed for them, but, that night, a real King 
died in Europe, and demanded an obituary notice. 
The  wheel of the world swings through the same 
phases again and again. Summer passed and winter 
thereafter, and came and passed again. The daily 
paper continued and I with it, and upon the third sum-' 
mer there fell a hot night, a night-issue, and a strained 
waiting for sotnething to be telegraphed from the 
other side of the world, exactly as had happened be- 
fore. A few great men had died in the past two years, 
the machines worked with more clatter, and some of 
the trees in the Office garden were a few feet taller. 
But that was all the difference. 
I passed over to the press-room, and went through 
just sucn a scene as I have already described. The 
nervous tension was stronger than it had been two 
years before, and I felt the heat more acutely. At  
three o'clock I cried, "Print off," and turned to go, 
when there crept to my chair what was left of a man. 
H e  was bent into a circle, his head was sunk between 
his shoulders, and he moved his feet one over the other 
like a bear. I could hardly see whether he walked 
I or crawled-this rag-wrapped, whining cripple who 
addressed me by name, crying that he was come back. - 51 - 
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"Can you give me a drink?" he whimpered. "For the 
Lord's sake, give me a drink!" 
I went back to the office, the man following with 
groans of pain, and I turned up the lamp. 
"Don't you know me?" he gasped, dropping into a 
chair, and he turned his drawn face, surn~ounted by 
a shock of gray hair, to the light. 
I looked at him intently. Once before had I seen 
eyebrows that met over the nose in an inch-broad 
black band, but for the life of me I could not tell 
where. 
"I don't lcnow you," I said, handing him the whisky. 
"What can I do for you?" 
H e  toolc a gulp of the spirit raw, and shivered in 
spite of the suffocating heat. 
"I've come back," he repeated ; "and I was the King 
of Kafiristan-me and Dravot--crowned Kings we 
was! In this office we settled it-you setting there 
and giving us the books. I am Peacliey-Peachey 
Taliaferro Carilehan, and you've been setting here 
ever s ince -0  Lord !" 
I was more than a little astonished, and expressed 
my feelings accordingly. 
"It's true," said Carnehan, with a dry cackle, nurs- 
ing his feet, which were wrapped in rags. "True as 
gospel. Kings we were, with crowns upon our heads 
-me and Dravot-poor Dan--oh, poor Dan, tha t  
would never take advice, not though I begged of him !" 
"Take the whisky," I said, "and take your own 
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time. Tell me all you can recoIlect of everything from 
beginning to end. You got across the border on your 
camels, Dravot dressed as a mad priest and you his 
servant. Do you remember that?" 
"I ain't mad-yet, but 1 snall be that way soon. Of 
course I remember. Keep looking at me, or maybe my 
~vorcls will go all to pieces. Keep looking at me 
in my eyes and don't say anything." 
I leaned forward and looked into his face as steadily 
as I could. He dropped one hand upon the table and 
I grasped it by the wrist. It was twisted like a bird's 
claw, and upon the back was a ragged, red, diamond- 
shaped scar. 
"NO, don't look there. Look at nze.'' said Carnehan. 
"That comes afterwards, but for the Lord's sake 
don't distrack me. We left with that caravan, me 
and Dravot all sorts of antics to amuse the 
people we were with. Dravot used to make us lattgh 
in the evenings when all the people was cooking their 
dinners-cooking their dinners, and . . . what did they 
do then? They lit little fires with sparks that went 
into DravotJs beard, and we all laughed-fit to die. 
Little red fires they was, going into Dravot's big red 
beard so fttnny." His eyes left mine and he smiled 
foolishly. 
"You went as far as Jagdallak with that caravan," 
I said at a venttlre, "after you had lit those fires. To 
Jagdallak, where you turned off to try to get into 
Kafiristan." 
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"NO, we didn't neither. What are you talking 
about? We turned off before Jagdallak, because we 
heard the roads was good. But they wasn't good 
enough for our two camels-mine and Dravot's. When 
we left the caravan, Dravot took off all his clothes and 
mine too, and said we would be heathen, because the 
Kafirs didn't allow Mohammedans to talk to them, 
So we dressed betwixt and between, and such a sight 
as Daniel Dravot I never saw yet nor expect to see 
again. H e  burned half his beard, and slung a sheep- 
skin over his shoulder, and shaved his head into pat- 
terns. H e  shaved mine, too, and made me wear out- 
rageous things to look like a heathen. That was in 
a most mountaineous country, and our camels couldn't 
go along any more because of the mountains. They 
were tall and black, and coming home I saw them fight 
like wild goats-there are lots of goats in Kafiristan. 
And these mountains, they never keep still, no more 
than the goats. Always fighting they are, and don't 
let you sleep at night." 
"Take some more whisky," I ,  said very slowly. 
"What did you and Daniel Dravot do when the camels 
could go no further because of the rough roads that 
led into Kafiristan ?' 
"What did which do? There was a party called 
Peachey Taliaferro Carnel~an khat was with Dravot. 
Shall I tell you about him? H e  died out there in the 
cold. Slap from the bridge fell old Peachey, turning 
and twisting in the air like a penny whirligig that you 
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can sell to the Amir.-No; they was two for three 
ha'pence, those whirligigs, or I am much mistaken and 
woful sore. And the11 these camels were no use, and 
Peachey said to Dravot-'For the Lord's sake, let's 
get out of this before our heads are chopped off,' and 
with that they killed the camels all among the moun- 
tains, not having anything in particular to eat, but 
first they tool< off the boxes with the guns and the am- 
munition, till two men came along driving four mules. 
Dravot up and dances in front of them, singing,- 
'Sell me four mules.' Says the first man,-'If you 
are rich enough to buy, you are rich enough to rob'; 
but before ever he could put his hand to his knife, 
Dravot breaks his neck over his knee, and the other 
party runs away. So  Carnehan loaded the mules with 
the rifles that was taken off the camels, and together 
we starts forward into those bitter cold mountaineous 
parts, and never a road broader than the back of your 
hand." 
He paused fo r  a moment, while I asked him if he 
could remember the nature of the country through 
which he had journeyed. 
"I am telling you as straight as  I can, but my head 
isn't as good a s  i t  might be. They drove nails through 
it to make me hear better how Dravot died. The 
country was rnountaineous and the mules were most 
contrary, and the inhabitants were dispersed and soli- 
tary. They went up and up, and down and down, and 
that other party, Carnehan, was imploring of Dravot 
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not to sing and whistle so loud, for fear of bringing 
down the tremenjus avalanches. But Dravot says that 
if  a King couldn't sing it wasn't worth being King, 
and whacked the mules over the rump, and never took 
no heed for  ten cold days. W e  came to a big leveI 
valley all among the mountains, and the mules were 
near dead, so we killed them, not having anything in 
special for them o r  us to eat. W e  sat upon the boxes, 
and played odd and even with the cartridges that was 
jolted out. 
"Then ten men with bows and arrows ran down 
that valley, chasing twenty Inen with bows and ar- 
rows, and the row was tremenjus. They was fair 
men-fairer than you or me-with yellow hair and 
remarkable well built. Says Dravot, unpacking the 
guns-'This is the beginning of the business. We'll 
fight for the ten men,' and with that he fires two 
rifles at  the twenty men, and drops one of them a t  
two hundred yards from the rock where we was sitting. 
The other men began to run, but Carnehan and Dravot 
sits on the boxes picking them off a t  all ranges, up 
and down the valley. Then we'goes up to the ten men 
that had run across the snow too, and they fires a 
footy little arrow at us. Dravot he shoots above their 
heads and they falIs down flat. Then he walks over 
them and kicks them, and then he lifts them up and  
shakes hands all round to make them friendly like. 
H e  calls then1 and gives them the boxes to carry, and 
waves his hand for all the world as though he was 
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King already. They takes the boxes and him across 
the valley and up the hill into a pine wood an the 
top, where there was half a dozen big stone idols. 
Dravot he goes to the biggest-+ fellow they call Im- 
bra--and lays a rifle and a cartridge at his feet, rub- 
bing his nose respectful with his own nose, patting 
him on the head, and saluting in front of it. He turns 
round to the men and nods his head, and says,- 
'That's all right. I'm in the know too, and all these old 
jin~jams are my friends.' Then he opens his mouth and 
points down it,.and when the first man brings him 
food, he says-'No'; and when the second man brings 
him food, he says-'No'; but when one of t he  old 
priests and the boss of the village brings him food, he 
says-'Yes'; very haughty, and eats it slow. That  
was how we came to our first village, without any 
trouble, just as though we had tumbled f r o m  the 
skies. But we tumbled from one of those damned 
rope-bridges, you see, and you couldn't expect a man 
to laugh much after that." 
"Take some more whisky and go on," I said. '"That 
was the first village you came into. How did you get 
to be King?" 
""I wasn't King," said Carnehan. '"Dravot h e  was 
the King, and a handsome man he loolced with the 
gold crown on his head and all. Him and the other 
party stayed in that village, and every luornilig Dravot 
sat by the side of old Imbra, and the people came and 
worshipped. That was Dravot's order. Then a lot of 
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men came into the valley, and Carnehan and Dravot 
picks them off with the rifles before they knew where 
they was, and runs down into the valley and up again 
the other side, and finds another village, same as t h e  
first one, and the people all falls down flat on their 
faces and Dravot says,-'Now what is the trouble be- 
tween you two villages?' and the people points to a 
woman, as fair  as you or me, that was cdrried off, 
and Dravot takes her back to the first village and 
counts up the dead--eight there was. For each d e a d  
man Dravot pours a little milk on the ground and 
waves his arms like a whirligig and 'That's all right,' 
says he. Then he and Carnehan takes the big boss of 
each village by the arm and walks thetp down into t h e  
valley, and shows them how to scratch a line with a I 
spear right down the valley, and gives each a sod of 
turf from both sides o' the line. Then all the ~ e o p l e  
comes down andl shouts like the devil and all, a n d  
Dravot says,-'Go and dig the land, and be f ru i t fu l  
and multiply,' which they did, though they didn't yn- 
derstand. Then we asks the names of things in t h e i r  
lingo-bread and water and fire and idols and such,  
and Dravot lea& the priest of each village up  to the 
idol, and says he must sit there and judge the ~ e o p l e ,  
and if anything goes wrong he is to be shot. 
"Next week they was all turning up the land in the 
valley as quiet as bees and much prettier, and the 
priests heard all the complaints and told Dravot in 
dumb show what it was about. 'That's just the be- 
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ginning,' says Dravot. 'They think we're Gods.' He 
and Carnehan picks out twenty good men and shows 
them how to click off a rifle, and forin fours, and ad- 
vance in line, and they was very pleased to do so, and 
clever to see the hang of it. Then he takes out his 
pipe and his baccy-pouch and leaves one at one viilage 
and one at the other, and off we two goes to see what 
was to be done in the next valley. That was all rock 
and there 'was a little village there, and Carnehan, 
says,-'Send 'em to the old valley to plant,' and takes 
'em there and gives 'em some land that wasn't took 
before. They were a poor lot, and we blooded 'em 
with a ltid before letting 'em into the new Kingdom. 
That was to impress t he  people, and then they settled 
down quiet, and Carnehan went back to Dravot who 
had got into another valley, all snow and ice and most 
mountaineous. There, was no people there and the 
. Army got afraid, so Dravot shoots one of them, and 
goes on till he finds some people in a village, and tlle 
Army explains that unless the people wants to be 
killed they had better not shoot their little matchlocks; 
for they had matchlocks, We  makes friends wi th the  
priest'and I stays there alone with two of the Army, 
teaching the men how to drill, and a thundering bjg 
Chief comes across the snow with kettle-drums and 
horns twanging, because he heard there was a new 
God .kicking about. Carnel~an sights for the brown 
of the men half a mile across the snow and wings 
one of them. Then he sends a message to the Chief 




that, unless he wishes to be killed, he must come and 
shake hands with me and leave his arms behind. The 
Chief comes alone first, and Carnehan shakes hands 
with him and whirls. his arms about, same as Dravot 
used, and very much surprised that Chief was, and 
strokes my eyebrows. Then Carnehan goes alone to 
the Chief, arid asks him in dumb show if he had an 
enemy he hated. 'I have,' says the Chief. S o  Carne- 
han weeds out the pick of his men, and sets the two 
of the Army to show them drill and at the end of two 
weeks the men can maneuver about as well as volun- 
teers. So he marches with the Chief to a great big 
plain on the top of a mountain, and the Chief's men 
rushes into R village and takes i t ;  we three Martinis 
firing into the brown of the enemy. So we took that 
village too, and I gives the Chief a rag frqm my coat 
and says, 'Occupy till I comeJ; which was scriptural. 
By way of a reminder, when me and the Army was 
eighteen hundred yards away, I drops a bullet near 
him standing on the snow, and all the people falls flat 
on their faces. Then I sends a letter to Dravot, where 
ever he be by land or by sea." 
At the risk of throwing the creature out of train 
I interrupted,-"How could you write a letter up 
yonder?' 
'The letter ?-Oh !-The letter l Keep looking at 
me between the eyes, please. It was a string-talk 
letter, that we'd l ~ ~ r n e d  the way of it from a blind 
beggar in the Punjab." 
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I remember that there had once come to the office 
a blind man with a knotted, twig and a piece of string 
which he wound round the twig according to some 
cipher of his own. H e  could, after tlie lapse of days 
or hours, repeat the sentence which he had reeled up. 
He had reduced the alphabet to eleven primitive 
sounds ; and tried to teach me his method, but failed. 
"I sent that letter to Dravot," said Carnehan; "and 
told him to come back because this Kingdom was 
growing too big for me to handle, and the11 I struck 
for the first valley, to see how the priests were work- 
ing. They called the village we took along with the 
Chief, Bashkai, and the first village we took, Er-Heb. 
The priests at  Er-Heb was doing all right, but they 
had a lot of pending cases about land to show me, 
and some men from another village had been firing 
arrows at night; I went out and looked for that vil- 
lage and fired four rounds at it from a thousand yards, 
That used all the cartridges I cared to spend, and I 
waited for Dravot, who had been away two or three 
months, and I kept my people quiet. 
"One morning I heard the devil's own noise of 
drums and horns, and Drul Dravot r:~archcs dawn the 
hill with his A m y  and a tail of hundreds of men, and, 
which was the most amazing-a- great gold crown 
on his head. 'My Gord, Carnehan,' says Daniel, 'this 
is a tremenjus business, and we've got the whole 
country as far  as it's worth having. I am the son of 
Alexander by Queen Semiramis, and you're my 
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younger brother and a God too! It's the biggest thing 
we've ever seen. I've been marching and fighting for 
six weeks with the Army, and every footy little vil- 
lage for  fifty miles has come in rejoiceful; and more 
than that, I've got the key of the whole show, as you'll 
see, and' I've got a crown fo r  you ! I told 'em to make 
two of 'em at a place called Shu, where the gold lies 
in the rock like suet in mt~tton. Gold I've seen, and 
turquoise I've kicked out of the cliffs, and there's 
garnets in the sands of the river, and here's a chunk 
of amber that a man brought me. Call up all the 
priests and, here, take your crown.' 
"One of the men opens a black hair bag, and I slips 
the crown on. It  was too small and too heavy, but I 
wore it for the glory. Hammered gold it was-five- 
pound weight, like a hoop of a barrel. 
" 'Peachey,' says Dravot, 'we don't want to fight no 
more. The Craft's the trick so help me !' and he brings 
forward, that same Chief that I left at Bashkai- 
Billy Fish we called him afterwards, because he was so 
like Billy Fish that drove the big tank-engine at  Mach 
on the Bolan in the old days. 'Shake hands with him,' 
says Dravot, and I shook hands and nearly dropped, 
for Billy Fish gave me the Grip. I said nothing, but 
tried him with the Fellow Craft Grip. H e  answers, all 
right, and I tried the Master's Grip, but that was a 
slip. 'A Fellow Crafts he is!' I says to Dan. 'Does 
he know the world?' 'He does,' says Dan, 'and all 
the priests know. It's a miracle l The Chiefs and the 
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priests can work a Fellow Craft Lodge in a way that's 
very like ours, and they've cut the marks on the rocks, 
but they don't know the Third Degree, and they've 
come to find out. It's Gord's Truth. I've known 
these long years that the Afghans knew up to the 
Fellow Craft Degree, but this is a miracle. AsGod 
and a Grand-Master of the Craft am I, and a Lodge 
in the Third Degree I will open, and we'll raise the 
head priests and the Chiefs of the villages.' 
" 'It's against all the law,' I says, 'holding a Lodge 
witl~out warrant from any one; and we never held 
office in any Lodge.' 
" 'It's a master-stroke of policy,' says Dravot. 'It 
means running the country as easy as a four-wheeled 
bogy on a down grade. W e  can't stop to inquire now, 
or they'll turn against us. I've forty Chiefs at my 
heel, and passed and raised according to their merit 
they shall be. Billet these men on the villages and 
see that we run up a Lodge of some kind. The temple 
of Imbra will do for the Lodge-room. The women 
must make aprons as you show them. I'll hold a 
levee of Chiefs to-night and Lodge to-morrow.' 
"I was fair run off my legs, but I wasn't such a 
fool as not to see what a pull this Craft business gave 
us. I showed the priests' families how to make aprons 
of the degrees, but for Dravot's apron the blue border 
and marks was made of turquoise lumps on white hide, 
not cloth. We took a great square stone in the temple 
for the Master's chair, and little stones for the offi- 
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cers9 chairs, and painted the black pavements with 
white squares, and did what we could to make things 
regular. 
"At the levee which was held that night on the hill- 
side with big bonfires, Dravot gives out that him and 
me were Gods and sons of Alexander, and Past Grand- 
Masters in the Craft, and was come to make Kafiri- 
stan a country where every man should eat in peace 
and drink in quiet, and especially obey us. Then the 
Chiefs come round to shake hands, and they was so 
hairy and white and fair it was just shaking hands 
with old friends. We gave them names according as  
they was like men we had known in Ind'ia-Billy Fish, 
Holly Dilworth, Pilcky Kergai~ that was Bazar-master 
when I was at Mhow, and so on and so on. 
"The most amazing miracle was at Lodge next 
night. One of the old priests was watching us con- 
tinuous, and I felt uneasy, for I knew we'd have to 
fudge the Ritual, and I didn't know what the men 
knew. The old priest was a stranger come in from 
beyond the village of Bashkai. The minute Dravot 
puts on the Master's apron that the girls had made 
for him, the priest fetches a whoop and a howl, and 
tries to overturn the stone that Dravot was sitting on. 
'It's all up now,' I says. 'That comes of meddling 
with the Craft without warrant!' Dravot never 
winked an eye, not when ten priests took and tilted 
over the Grand-Master's chair-which was to say the 
stone of Imbra. The priest begins rubbing the bottom 
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end of it to clear away the black dirt, and presently 
he shows all the other priests the Master's Mark, same 
as was on Dravot's apron, cut into the stone. Not 
even the priests of the temple of Imbra knew it was 
there. The old chap falls flat on his face at Dravot's 
feet and kisses 'em. 'Luck again,' says Dravot, across 
the Lodge to me, 'they say it's the missing Mark that 
no one could understand the why of. We're more 
than safe now.' Then he bangs the butt of his gun 
for a gavel and says:-'By virtue of the authority 
vested in me by my own right hand and the help of 
Peachey, I declare myself Grand-Master of all Free-. 
masonry in Kafiristan in this the Mother Lodge o' 
the country, and King of Kafiristan equally with 
Peachey !' At that he puts on his crown and f puts 
on mine-I was doing Senior Warden-and we opens 
the Lodge in most ample form. I t  was a amazing 
miracle! The priests moved in Lodge through the 
first two degrees almost without telling, as if the 
memory was coming back to them. After that, Peachey 
and Dravot raised such as was worthy-high priests 
and Chiefs of far-off villages. Billy Fish was the 
first, and I can tell you we scared the soul out of him. 
It  was not in any way according to Ritual, but it 
served our turn. We didn't raise more than ten of 
the biggest men because we didn't want to make the 
Degree common. And they was clamoring to be raised. 
" 'In another six months,' says Dravot, 'we'll hold 
another Communication and see how you are working.' 
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Theti he asks them about their villages, and learns 
that they was fighting one against the other and were 
fair sick and tired of it. And when they wasn't do- 
ing that they was fighting with the Mohammedans. 
'You can fight those when they come into our couatry,' 
says Dravot. 'Tell off every tent11 man of your tribes 
for a Frontier guard, and send two hundred at a time 
to this valley to be drilled. Nobody is going to be 
shot or speared any more so long as he does well, and 
I know that you won't cheat me because you're white 
people-sons of Alexander-and not like common, 
black Mohammedans. You are my people and by 
God,' says he, running off into English at the end- 
'I'll make a damned fine Nation of you, or I'll die in 
the making !' 
"I can't tell all we did for the next six months be- 
cause Dravot did a lot I couldn't see the hang of, and 
he learned their lingo in a way I never could. My 
work was to help the people plow, and now and again 
go out with some of the Army and see what the other 
villages were doing, and make 'em throw rope-bridges 
across the ravines which cut up the country horrid. 
Dravot was very kind to me, but when he walked up 
and down in the pine wood phlling that bloody red 
beard of his with both fists I knew he was thinking 
plans I could not advise him about, and I just waited 
for orders. 1 
"But Dravot never showed me disrespect before 
the people. They were afraid of me and the Army, r i  










but they loved Dan. H e  was the best of friends 
with the priests and the Chiefs; but any one could 
come across the hills with a complaint and Dravot 
lTrould hear him out fair, and call four priests to- 
gether and say what was to  be done. He  used to 
y 1 call in Billy Fish from Bashkai, and Pikky Kergan 
: 
I 
from Shu, and an old Chief we called Kafuzelum 
-it was like enough to his real name-and hold 
councils with 'em when there was any fighting to 
be done it1 small villages. That was his Council 
of War, and the four priests of Bashlcai, Shu, Kha- 
wal;, and Madora was his Privy Council. Between 
the lot of 'em they sent me, with forty men ancl 
twenty rifles, and sixty men carrying turquoises, 
into the Ghorband country to buy those hand-made 
Martini rifles, that come out of the Amir's work- 
shops at Kabul, from one of the Amir's Herati regi- 
ments that would have sold the very teeth out of 
their mouths for turquoises. 
"I stayed in Ghorband a month, and gave the 
Governor there the pick of my baskets for hush- 
money, ,and bribed the Colonel of the regiment some 
more, and, between the two and the tribes-people, 
1 we got more than a hundred hand-made Martinis, 
1 a hundred #good Kohat Jezails that'll throw to six .i hundred yard, and forty man-loads of very bad am- 
I 
munition for the rifles. I came back with whmat I 
had, and distributed 'em among the men that the 
7% Chiefs sent in to me to  drill. Dravot was too busy 
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to attencl to those things, but the old Army t l ~ a t  
we first made helped me, and we turned o ~ r t  five ! 
hundred men that could drill, and two hundred t h a t  I 
I knew how to hold arms pretty straight. Ever1 
those corlr-screwed, hand-made guns was a mi rac l e  
t 
t o  them. Dravot tallred big about powdel--shops 
and factories, walking up  and down in t h e  p i n e  
wood when the winter was conling oil. 
" 'I won't make a Nation,' says he. '1'11 make an 
Empire l These men aren't niggers; they're Eng- 
lish! Loolc at their eyes-look at their m o u t h s .  
Loolc at  the way they stand up. They sit 011 c h a i r s  
in their own houses. They're the Lost Tribes, or 
something like it, and they've grown to  be E n g l i s h .  
1'11 take a census in the spring if the priests don' t  
get frightened. There must be a fair two million of 
'em in these hills. The villages are full o' l i t t l e  
children. Two rnillioil people-two hundred a n d  
fifty thousand fighting men-and all English ! T l z e y  
only want the rifles and a little drilling. T w o  1 1 ~ 1 1 -  
clred and fifty thousand men, ready to cut  in 0 x 1  
Russia's right flank wlzeil she tries for I n d i a  1 
Peachey, man,' l ~ e  says, chewing his beard i n  g r e a t  
hunks, 'we shall be Emperors-Emperors of the 
Earthl Rajah Brooke wilI be a suckling to US. 
I'll treat with the Viceroy on equal terms. I'll ask 
him to send me tweIve picked English-twelve that 
I know of-to help us govern a bit. There's Mack- 
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good dirlner he's given me, and his wife a pair of 
trousers. There's Donlcin, the  Warder of Toung- 
1100 Jail; there's hundreds that I could lay my 
hand on if I was in India. The Viceroy shall do 
it for me. I'll send a mail through in the spi-ii~g 
for those men, and I'll write for a dispensation from 
the Grand Lodge for what I've done as Grand- 
S1:ister. That-and all the Sniders that'll be 
thrown out when the native troops in India take 
tip the Martini. They'll be worn smooth, but they- 
'll do for fighting in these hills. Twelve Englisl~, a 
l~undred thousand Siiiders run thl-ough the Amir's 
country in driblets-I'd be content with twenty 
thousaild in one yeai--and we'd be an Empire. 
7Vl1en everything was ship-shape, I'd hand over the 
crown-this crown I'm wearing now-to Queen 
'\Tictoria on my knees, and she'd say :-"Rise up, Sir 
Daniel Dravot." Oh, it's big! It's big, I tell you! 
But there's so much to be done in every place- 
Dashkai, Kl~awk, Shu, and everywhere else.' 
" 'What is it?' I says. 'There are no more men 
coming in to be drilled this autumn. Look at  those 
fat, black clouds. They're bringing the snow.' 
'"'It isn't that,' says Daniel, putting his hand 
very hard on my shoulder; 'and I don't wish to 
say anything that's against you, for no other living' 
man would have followed me and made me what I 
nm as you have done. You're a first-class Com- 
nlander-in-Chief, and the people Irnow you; but-- 
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it's a big country, and somehow you can't help me, 
Peachey, in the way 1 want to be helped.' 
"'Go to  your blasted priests, then!' I said, and 
I was sorry when I made that remark, but it did 
hurt me sore to  find Daniel talking so superior when 
I'd drilled all the men, and done all he told me. 
" 'Don't let's quarrel, Peachey,' says Daniel with- 
out cursing. 'You're a Icing too, and the half of 
this ICingdom is yours; but can't you see, Peachey, 
we want cleverer men than us now-three or four of 
'ern that we can scatter about for our Deputies. It's 
a hngeous great State, 'and,I can't always tell the 
right thing to do, and I haven't time for all I want 
to do, and here's the winter coming on and all.' He 
put half his beard into his mouth, and it was as red 
as the gold of his crown. 
" 'I'in sorry Daniel,' says I,  'I've done all I could. 
I've drilled the men and show11 the people how to  
stack their oats better; and I've brought in those 
tinware rifles from Ghorband-but I. know what 
you're driving ato I take it Kings always feel op- 
pressed that way.' 
" 'There's ailother thing too,' says Dravot, walli- 
ing. up and down. 'The winter's coming and these 
people won't be giving much trouble, and if they 
do we can't move about. I want a wife,' 
1 
" 'For Gord's sake leave the woinen alone!' I t 
says. 'We've both got all the work we can, though 
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I am a fool. Remember the Contrack, and keep 
ciear o' women.' 
"'The Coiltrack only lasted till such time a s  we 
was Icings; and Kings we have been these months 
past,' says Dravot, weighing his crown in his hand. 
6 I o u  7 go get a wife too, Peachey-a nice, strappin', 
plump girl that'll keep you warm in the winter. 
'They're prettier than English girls, and we can take 
the pick of 'em. Boil 'eln once or twice in hot 
water, and they'll come a s  fair as  chicken and ham.' 
" 'Don't tempt me !' I says. 'I will not have any 
dealings wit11 a woman no t  till we are.a dam' side 
more settled than we are now. I've been doing the 
work O' two men, and you've been doing the worlc 
o' three. Let's lie off a hit, and see if we can get 
some better tobacco from Afghan country and I-LII~ 
in some good liquor; hut no women.' 
" 'Wbo's talking o' women?' says Dravot, 'I said 
wife-a Queen to breed a Icing's son for the King. A 
Queen out of the strongest tribe, that'll make them 
your blood-brothers, and tl~at'll lie by your side and 
tell you all the people thinks about you and their own 
affairs. That's what I want.' 
"'Do you renleniber that Bengali woman I kept at 
Mogul Serai when I was a plate-layer?' says I. 'A 
fat lot o' good she was to me. She tanght me the lingo 
and one or two other things; hut what happened? She 
rail away with the Station Master's servant and half 
my month's pay. Then she turned up at Dadur Junc- 
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tion in tow of a half-caste, and had the impidence to 
say I was her husband-all among the drivers in the 
running shed !' 
'"We've done with that,' says Dravot. 'These 
wornell are whiter than you or me, and a Queen I 
will have for the winter months.' 
" 'For the last time o' asking, Dan, do not,' I say. 
'It'll only bring us harm. The Bible says that Icings . 
ain't to waste their strength on women, 'specially when 
they've got a new raw Icingdom to work over.' 
" 'For the last time of answering I will,' said Dravot, 
and he went away through the pine-trees looking like 
a big 1-ed devil. The low sun hit his crown and beard 
on one side and the two blazed like hot coals. 
"But getting a wife was not as easy as Dan thought. 
He put it before the Council, and there was no answer 
till Billy Fish said that he'd better aslr the girls. 
Dravot damned then1 all round. 'What's wrong with 
me?' he shouts, standing by the idol Imbra. 'Am I a 
dog or am I not enough of a man for your wenches? 
Haven't I put the sl~adow of my hand over this coun- 
try? Who stoppecl the last Afghan raid?' I t  was 
me really, but Dravot was too angry to remember. 
'Who bought your guns? Who repaired the bridges ? 
Who's the Grand-Master of the sign cut in the stone?' 
and he thumped his hand on the block that he used t o  
sit on in Lodge, and at Council, which opened like 
Lodge always. Billy Fish said nothing and no more 
did the others. 'Keep your hair on, Dan,' said I ;  'and - 72 - 
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ask the girls. That's how it's done at  Home, and 
I these people are q ~ ~ i t e  English.' 
"'The marriage of the King is a matter of State,' 
says Dan, in a white-hot rage, for he could feel, I 
hope, that he was going against his better mind. He  
4 
walked out of the Council-roon~, and the others sat 
! still, looking at the ground. 
" 'Billy Fish,' says I to the Chief of Bashkai, 'what's 
the difficulty here? A straight answer to a true 
friend.' 'You know,' says Billy Fish. 'How should 
a man tell you who lcnow everything? How can 
daughters of men marry Gods or Devils? It's not 
proper." 
"I reinembered something like that in the Bible; 
but if, after seeing us as long as they had, they still 
believed we were Gods, it wasn't for me to undeceive 
them. 
" 'A God can do anything,' says I. 'If the Icing is 
fond of a girl he'll not let her die.' 'She'll have to,' 
said Billy Fish. "There are all sorts of Gods and 
Devils in these mountains, and now and again a girl 
marries one of them and isn't seen any more. Besides, 
you two know the Mark cut in the stone. Only the 
Gods know that. We thought you were men till you 
showed the sign of the Master.' 
"I wished then that we had explained about the 
loss of the genuine secrets of a Master-Mason at  the 
first go-off; but I said nothing. All that night there 
was a blowing of horns in a little dark temple half- 
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way down the hill, and I heard a girl crying fit to die. 
One of the priests told us that she was being prepared 
to  marry the King. 
" 'I'll have no nonsense of that kind," says Dan. 
'I don't want to interfere with your customs, but 1'11 
take my own wife.' 'The girl's a little bit afraid," 
says the priest. 'She thinks she's going to die, and 
they are a-heartening of her up down in the temple.' 
" 'Hearten her very tender, then,' says Dravot, 'or 
I'll hearten you with the butt of a gun so that you'll 
never want to be heartened again.' He licked his lips, 
did Dan, and stayed up walking about more than haIf 
the night, thinking of the wife that he was going to 
get in the morning. I wasn't any means comfortable, 
for I knew that dealings with a woman in foreign 
parts, though you was a crowned King twenty times 
over, could not but be risky. I got up very early in 
the morning while Dravot was asleep, and I saw the 
priests taking together in whispers, and the Chiefs 
talking together too, and they looked at me out of the 
corners of their eyes. 
" 'What is up, Fish?' I says to the Bashlcai man, 
who was wrapped up in his furs and Iooking splendid 
to bellold. 
"'I can't rightly say,' says he; 'but if you can in- 
duce the King to drop a11 this noilsense about mar- 
riage, you'll be doing him and me and yourself a great 
service.' 
"'That I do believe,' says I. 'But sure, you know - 74 - 
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Billy, as weil as me, having fought against and for  
us, that the King and me are nothing more than two 
of the finest nieil that God Almighty ever made. Noth- 
ing more, I do assure you.' 
"'That may be,' says Billy Fish, 'and yet I should 
be sorry if it was.' H e  sinks his head upon his great 
fur cloak for a minute and thinks. 'King,' says he, 
'be you man or God or Devil, I'll stick by you to-day. 
I have twenty of my men with me, and they will fol- 
low me. We'll go to Bashkai until the storm blows 
over.' 
"A little snow had fallen in the night, and everything 
was white except the greasy fat clouds that blew down 
and down from the nortl~. Dravot came out with his 
crown on his head, swinging his arms and stamping 
his feet, and looking more pleased tlian Punch. 
'I 'For the last time, drop it, Dan,' says I in a whis- 
per. 'Billy Fish here says that there will be a row.' 
I' ' A row among my people!' says Dravot. 'Not 
much. Peachey, you're a fool not to get a wife too. 
Where's the girl?' says he with a voice as l o t~d  as the 
braying of a jackass. 'Call up all the Chiefs and 
priests and let the Emperor see if his wife suits him.' 
"There was no need to call any one. They were 
all there leaning on their guns and spears round the 
clearing in the center of the pine wood. A deputation 
of priests went down to the little teinple to bring up 
the girl, and the horns blew up fit to wake the dead. 
Billy Fish saunters round and gets as close to Daniel 
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as he could, and behind him stood his twenty men with 
, matchlocks. Not a man of them under six feet. I was 
next to Dravot, and behind me was twenty men of ,: 
n'f 
t he  regular Army. U p  comes the girl, and a strapping 
4, wench she was, covered with silver and turquoises, 
I 
f but white as death, and loolcing back every minute at the  priests. 
" 'She'll do,' said Dan, looking her over. 'What's to 
be  afraid of, lass? Come and kiss me.' H e  puts his 
I a rm round her. She shuts her eyes, gives a bit of a 
squeak, and down goes her face in the side of Dan's 
flaming red beard. 
" 'The slut's bitten me!' says he, clapping his hand 
to his neck, and, sure, enough, his hand was red with 
blood. Billy Fish and two of his match-lock-men 
catches hold of Dan by the shoulders and drags him 
into the Bashlrai lot, while the priests howls in their 
lingo,-'Neither God nor Devil but a man!' I was 
all taken aback, for a priest cut at  me in front, and the 
I Army behind began firing into the Bashkai men. 
" 'God A-mighty I' says Dan. 'What is the meaning 
0' this 7' 
" 'Come back ! Come away !' says Billy Fish. "Ruin 
and Mutiny is the matter. We'll break for Bashkai 
if we can.' 
"I tried to give some sort  of orders to  my men- 
the men o' the reg~dar Army-but it was no use, so 
T fired into the  brown of 'em with an English Mar- 
tini ancl drilled three beggars in a line. The  valley 
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was full of shouting, howling creatures, and every 
soul was shrieking 'Not a God nor a Devil but only 
a man!' The Bashkai troops stuclc to  Billy Fish 
all they were worth, but  their n~atcl~locks wasn't 
half a.s good as the Kabul breech-loaders, and four 
of them dropped. Dan was bellowing like a bull, 
for he was very wrathy; and Billy Fish had a hard 
job to prevent him running out at  the crowd. 
" 'We can't stand,' says Billy Fish. 'Make a run 
for it down the valley ! The whole place is against 
us.' The matchlock-men ran, and we went down 
the valley in spite of Dravot's protestations. He 
was swearing horribly and crying out that he was 
a Icing. The priests rolled great stones on us, and 
the regulfar Army fired hard, and there wasn't more 
than six men, not counting Dan, Billy Fish, and 
Me, that came down to  the bottom of the valley 
alive. 
"Then they stopped firing and the horns in the 
temple blew again. 'Come away-for Gord's sake 
come away!' says Billy Fish. 'They'll send run- 
ll.ers out to all the villages before ever we get to 
Bashkai. I can protect you there, but I can't do 
anything now.' 
"My own notion is that  Dan begail to go mad 
in his head from that hour. H e  stared up and 
down-9 stuck pig. Then he was an?iii"i&fk- . .  . I  
ing back alone ann?i f ing  the priests with his bare 
hands; ~7hicl1 he could have done. 'An Emperor 
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am I,' says Daniel, 'and next year I shall be a 
I h i g h t  of the Queen.' r 
''ILAll right, Dan' says I ;  'but come along n o w  
while there's time.' 4 I 
" 'It's your fault,' says he, 'for not l o o k i l ~ ~  a f t e r  
your Army better. There was mutiny in the midst, 
and you didn't know-you damned engine-driving, 
plate-laying, missionary's pass-hunting hound !' He 4 
sat upon a rock and called me every foul name he $ 
could lay tongue to. I was too heart-sick t o  c a r e  
d 
though it was all his foolishness that brought t h e  1 
smash. 
( 1  L Im sorry, Dan,' says I ,  'but there's no account- 
ing for natives. ' This business is our Fifty-Seven. 
M-aybe we'll make something out of it yet, w h e n  
we've got to Bashkai.' 
" 'Let's get to Bashkai, then,' says Dan, 'and, b y  
God, when I come back here again I'll sweep t h e  
valley so there isn't a bug in a blanket left!' 
"We walked all that day, and all that night Dan 
was stumping up and down on the snow, chewing  
his beard and muttering to himself. 
" 'There's no hope o' getting clear,' said B i l l y  
Fish. 'The priests will have sent runners t o  t h e  I 
villages to say that you are only men. Why didn't 
you stick on as Gods till things was more se t t l ed?  
I'm a dead man,' says Billy Fish, and he t h r o w s  
himself down on the snow and begins to pray to 
his Gods. i 
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"Next morning we was in a cruel bad country- 
all up and down, no level ground at 'all, and no food 
either. The six Bashkai men looked at Billy Fish 
hungry-wise as if they wanted to ask something, 
but they said never a word. A t  noon we came to 
the top of a flat mountain all covered with snow, 
and when we climbed up into it, behold, there was 
an Army in position waiting in the middle! 
"'The runners have been very quick,' says Billy 
Fish, with a little bit of a laugh. 'They are wait- 
ing for us.' 
"Three or four men began to  fire from the en- 
emy's side, and a chance shot took Daniel in the 
calf of the  leg. That  brought him to  his senses. 
I3e looks across the snow at  the Army, and sees the 
rifles that we 11ad brought into the country. 
"'We're done for,' says he. 'T11ey are English- 
men, these people,-and it's my blasted nonsense 
tliat has brought you to  this. Get back, Billy Fish, 
and take your men away; you've done what you 
could, and now cut for it. Carnehan,' says he, 
'shake hands with me and go along with Billy. 
Maybe they won't kill you. I'll go and meet 'em 
alone. It's me that did it. Me, the King!' 
"'Go!' says I. 'Go to Hell, Dan! I'm with you 
here, Billy Fish, you clear out, and we two will 
meet those folk.' 
1 
I " 'I'm a Chief,' says Billy Fish, quite quiet. 'I 
a 
stay with you. My m.en can go.' 
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"The Bashkai fellows didn't wait for a second 
word but ran off, and Dan and Me and Billy Fish 
walked across to where the drums were drumming 
a n d  the horns were horning. I t  was cold-awful 
cold. I've got that cold in the back of my head 
now. There's a lump of it there." 
The punltah-coolies had gone to sleep. Two 
kerosene lamps were blazing in the office, and the 
perspiration poured down my  face and splashed on 
the blotter as I leaned forward. Carnehan was 
shivering, and I feared that his mind might go. I 
tviped my face, took a fresh grip of the piteously 
lnangled hands, and said :-"What happened after 
that?'  
The momentary shift of my eyes had brolten the 
clear current. 
"What was you pleased to say?' whined Carne- 
l ~ a n .  "They took them without any sound. Not 
a little whisper all along the snow, not though the 
King  knocked down the first man that set hand 
o n  him-not though old Peachey fired his last cart- 
ridge into the brown of 'em. Not a single solitary 
sound did those swines make. They just closed 
u p  tight, and I tell you their furs stunk. There 
w a s  a man called Billy Fish, a good friend of us 
all, and they cut his throat, Sir, then and there, like 
a pig; and the King kicks up the bloody snow and 
says :-'We've had a dashed fine run for our money. 
what's coming next?' But Peachey, Peachey Talia- 
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ferro, I tell you, Sir, in confideilce as betwixt two 
iriends, he lost his head, Sir. No, he didn't neither. 
The King lost his head, so he did all along o' one 
of those cunning rope-bridges. Kindly let me have 
the paper-cutter, Sir. It tilted this way. They 
marched him a mile across that snow to  a rope- 
bridge over a ravine with a river a t  the bottom. 
You may have seen such. They prodded him be- 
hind like an ox. 'Damn your eyes !' says the King. 
'D'you suppose I can't die like a gentleman?' H e  
turns to Peachey-Peachey that was crying like a 
child. 'I've brought you to this, Peachey,' says 
he. 'Brought you out of your happy life to be 
killed in Kafirisban, where you was late Comman- 
der-in-Chief of the Emperor's forces. Say you for- 
rive me. Peachey.' 'I do,' says Peachey. 'Fully 
and freely do I forgive you, Dan.' 'Shake hands, 
Peachey,' says he. 'I'm going now.' Out he goes, 
looking neither right nor left, and when he was 
plumb in the middle of those dizzy dancing ropes, 
'Cut, you beggars,' he shouts; and they cut, and 
oId Dan fell, turning round and round and round, 
twenty thousand miles, for he took half an hour to 
fall till he struck the water, and I could see his 
body caught on a rock with the gold crown close 
beside. 
"But do you know what they did to Peachey be- 
tween two pine trees? They crucified him, Sir, as 
Peachey's hands will show. They used wooden pegs 
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for his hands and his feet, and he didn't die. I-Ie 
hung there and screamed, and they took hiin down 
next day, and said i t  was a miracle that he wasn't 
dead. They took him down-poor old Peachey that 
hacln't done them ally harm-that hadn't done them 
a n y  . . . I ,  ' 
H e  rocked to and f ro  and wept bitterly, wiping 
his eyes with the baclc of his scarred hands and 
llloaning lilce a child for some ten minutes. 
"They was cruel enough to feed hiin up in the 
temple, because they said he  was more of a God 
than old Daniel that was a man. Then they turn- 
ed him out on the snow, and told him t o  go home, 
ancl Peachey came home in about a year, begging 
along the roads quite safe; for Daniel Dravot he 
wallced be£ ore and said :-'Come along, Peachey. 
It 's a big thing we're doing.' The mountains they 
danced a t  night, and the mountains they tried to 
fall on Peachey's head, but Dan he held up his 
hand, and Peacl~ey came along bent double. He 
never let go of Dan's hand, and he never let go  of 
Dan's head. They gave it to him as a present in 
the temple, to remind him not to come again, and 
though the crown was pure gold, and Peachey was 
starving, never would Peachey sell the same. You 
knetv Dravot, Sir! You knew Right Worshipful 
Brother Dravot ! Look at him now !" 
He fumbled in the mass of rags round his bent 
waist; brought out a black horsehair bag embroider- 
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ed with silver thread; and shook therefrom on to 
my table-the dried, withered head of Daniel Dra-  
vot! The morning sun that had long been paling 
the lamps struck the red beard and bliild sunken 
eyes; struck, too, a heavy circlet of gold studded 
with raw turquoises, that Carnehan placed tender- 
ly on the battered temples. 
"You behold now," said Carnehan, "the Elnperor  
in his habit as he lived-the King of Kafiristan with 
his crown upon his head. Poor old Daniel tha t  
was a monarch once!" 
I shuddered, for, in spite of defacements inani- 
fold, I recognized the head of the man of Marwar  
Junction. Carnehan rose t o  go. I attempted t o  
stop him. H e  was not fit to  walk abroad. "Let 
me take away the whisky, and give me a little 
money," he gasped. "I was a King once. I'll g o  
to the Deputy Commissioner and ask to set in tlie 
Poorhou.se till I get my health. No, thank you, I 
can't wait till you get a carriage for me. I 've urg- 
ent private affairs-in the south-at Marwar." 
H e  shambled out of the office and departed in 
the direction of the Deputy Commissioner's house. 
That day a t  noon I had occasion to go down t h e  
blinding hot Mall, and I saw a crooked man crawl- 
ing along the white dust of the roadside, his h a t  
in his hand, quavering dolorously after the fasliion 
of street-singers at Home. There was not a sou l  
in sight, and he was out of all possible earshot of 
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the l~ouses. And he sang through his nose, turn- 
ing  his head from right to left:- 
"The Son 01 Man goes forth to war, 
A golden crown to gain; 
HIS blood-red banner streams afar- 
Who follows in his train!" 
I waited Yo hear no more, but put the poor 
wretch into m y  carriage and drove him off to the 
nearest missioilary for eventual transfer to the 
Asylum. H e  repeated the hymn twice while he 
was with me whom he did not in the least recognize, 
and I left him singing it to  the missionary. 
Two days later I inquired after his welfare of 
the Superintendent of the Asylum. 
"He was admitted suffering from sunstroke. He 
died early yesterday morning," said the Superin- 
tendent. "Is it true that he was half an hour bare- 
headed in the sun a t  midday?" 
"Yes," said I, "but do you happen to know if he 
llacl anything upon him by any chance when he 
died?" 
T o t  to my knowledge," said the Superintendent. 
And there the matter rests. 
MOT1 GUJ-MUTINEER. 
NCE upon a time there was a coffee- 
planter in India who wished to clear some 
forest land for coffee-plan$ng. When 
he had cut down all the trees and burned 
the under-wood the stumps still remained. 
Dynamite is expensive and slow-fire slow. The happy 
medium for stump-clearing is the lord of all beasts, who 
is the elephant. He will either push the stump out of 
the ground with his tuslts, if he has any, or drag it 
out with ropes. The planter, therefore, hired ele- 
phants by ones and twos and threes, and fell to work. 
The very best of all the elephants belonged to the very 
worst of all the drivers or mahouts; and the superior 
beast's name was Moti Guj. rHe was the absolute 
property of his mahout, which would never have been 
the case under native rule, for Moti Guj was a,crea- 
ture to be desired by ltings ; and his name, being trans- 
lated, meant the Pearl Elephant. Because the Britisl~ 
Governnlent was in the land, Deesa, the mal-~out, en- 
joyed his property undisturbed. He was dissipated. 
When he made much money through the strength of 
his elephant, he wo~dd get extremely drunlc and give 
Moti Guj a beating with a tent-peg over the tender 
nails of the forefeet. Moti Guj never trampled the 
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life out of Deesa on these occasions, for he knew that 
after the beating was over Deesa would embrace his 
trunk and weep and call him his love and his life a i d  
the liver of his soul, and give llim some liquor. Moti 
Guj was very fond of liquor-arrack for choice, though 
he would drink palm-tree toddy if nothing better of- 
fered. Then Deesa would go to sleep between Moti 
Guj's forefeet, and as Deesa generally chose the middle 
of the public road, and as Moti Guj mounted guard 
over him and would not permit horse, foot, o r  cart to 
pass by, traffic was congested till Deesa saw fit to wake 
UP- 
There was no sleeping in the daytime on the plant- 
er's clearing: the wages were too high to risk. Deesa 
sat on Moti Guj's neck and gave him orders, while 
Moti Guj rooted up the stumps-for he owned a mag- 
nificent pair of tusks; or  pulled at the end of a rope- 
+or he had a i~~agnificent pair of shoulders, while Deesa 
Idcked him behind the ears and said! he was the king 
of elephants. At evening time Moti Guj would wash 
down his three hundred pounds' weight of green food 
with a quart of arrack, and Deesa would take a share 
and sing soilgs between Moti Guj's legs iill it was 
time to go to bed. Once a week Deesa led Moti Guj 
down to the river, and Moti Guj lay on his side luxu- 
riously in the shallows, while Deesa went over him 
with a coir-swab and a brick. Moti Guj never mis- 
took the pounding blow of' the latter for the smack of 
the former that warned him to get up and turn over - 86 - 
on the other side. Then Deesa would look at  his feet, 
a11d examine his eyes, and turn up the fringes of his 
mighty ears in case of sores or budding opl~thalmia. 
After inspection, the two would "come up with a song 
from the sea," Moti Guj all black and shining, wav- 
ing a torn tree branch twelve feet long in his trunk, 
and Deesa knotting up his own long wet hair. 
It  was a peaceful, well-paid, life till Deesa felt the 
*return of the desire to drink deep. H e  wished for an 
orgie. The little draughts that led nowhere were talc- 
ing the manhood out of him. 
He went to the planter, and "My mother's dead," 
said he, weeping. 
"She died on the last plantation two montl~s ago; 
ancl she died once before that when you were working 
for me last year," said the planter, who knew some- 
thing of the ways of nativedom. 
"Then it's my aunt, and she was just the same as a 
mother to me," said Deesa, weeping more than ever. 
"She has Ieft eighteen small children elltirely without 
bread, and it is I who must fill their little stomachs,' 
said Deesa, beating his head on the floor. 
"Who brought you the news ? 'said the planter. 
"The post," said Deesa. 
"There hasn't been a post here for the past week. 
Get back to your lines !" 
"A devastating sicltness has fallen on my village," 
and all my wives are dying," yelled Deesa, really in 
tears this time. 
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"Call Chihun, who comes from Deesa's village," 
said the planter. "Chihun, has this man a wife?" 
"He!" said Chihun. "No. Not a woman of our 
village would look at him. They'd sooner marry the 
elephant." Chil~un snorted. Deesa wept and bel- 
lowed. 
"You will get into difficulty in a minute," said the 
planter. "Go baclc to your work!" 
"Now I will speak Heaven's truth," gulped Deesa, 
with an inspiration. "I haven't been drunk for two 
months. I desire to depart in order to get properly 
drutlk afar oft' and distant from this heavenly plan- 
tation. Thus I shall cause no trouble." 
A flickering smile crossed the planter's face. 
"Deesa," said he, "you've spoken the truth, and I'd 
give you leave on the spot if anything could be done 
with Moti Guj while you're away. You know that 
he will only obey your orders." 
"May the Light of the Heavens live forty thousand 
years. I shall be absent but tell little days. After 
that, upon my faith and honour and soul, I return. 
As to the inco~lsiderable interval, have I the gracious 
pertnissioil of the Heaven-born to call up Moti Guj 7" 
Permission was granted, .and, in answer to Deesa's 
shrill yell, the lordly tuslcer swung out of the shade 
of a clump of trees where he had been squirting dust 
over himself till his master should return. 
"Light of my heart, Protector of the Drunken, 
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Mountain of Might, give ear," said Deesa, standing 
in front of him. 
Moti Guj gave ear, and saluted with his trunk. "I 
am going away," said Deesa. 
Moti Guj's eyes twinkled. H e  liked jaunts as well 
as his master. One could snatch all manner of nice 
things from the roadside then. 
"But you, you fubsy old pig, must stay behind and 
work." 
The twinkle died out as Moti Guj tried to look 
delighted. H e  hated stump-hauling on the plantation. 
I t  hurt his teeth. 
"I shall he gone for ten days, 0 Delectable One. , 
Hold up your near forefoot and I'll impress the fact 
upon it, warty toad of a dried mud-puddle." Deesa 
took a tent-peg and banged Moti Guj ten times on the 
nails. Moti Guj grunted and shuffled from foot to 
foot. 
"Ten days," said Deesa, "you must work and haul 4 
and root trees as Chihun here shall order you. Take 
up Cllihun and set him on your neck!" Moti Guj { 
curled the tip of his trunk, Chihun put his foot there 
and was swung on to the neck. Deesa handed Chihun 
the heavy ankzts, the iron elephant-goad. 
Chihun thumped Moti G~lj's bald head as a paviour 1 
thumps a kerbstone. 
Mot; Guj trumpeted. 
"Be still, hog of the backwoods. Chihun's your 
mahout for ten days. And now bid me good-bye, I - 89 - I 
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beast after mine own heart. Oh, my lord, my king! 
Jewel of all created elephants, lily of the herd, pre- 
serve your honoured health ; be virtuous.. Adieu I" 
Moti Guj lapped his trunk round Deesa and swung 
him into the air twice. That was his way of bidding 
the man good-bye. 
"He'll work now," said Deesa to the planter. "Have 
I leave to go?" 
The planter nodded, and Deesa dived into the woods. 
Moti Guj went back to haul stumps. 
Chihun was very kind to him, but he felt unhappy 
and forlorn notwithstanding. Chihun gave him balls 
of spices, and tickled him under the chin, and Chihun's 
Iittlc baby cooed to him after work was over, and 
Chihu~l's wife called him a darling; but Mot; Guj was 
a bachelor by instinct, as Deesa was, H e  did not un- 
derstand the domestic emotions. I-Ie wanted the light 
of his universe back again-the drink and the drunken 
slumber, the savage beatings and the savage caresses. 
None the less he worked well, and the planter won- 
dered. Deesa had vagabonded along the roads till he 
met a marriage procession of his own caste and, drink- 
ing, dancing, and tippling, had drifted past all ItnowI- 
edge of the lapse of time. 
The morning of the eleventh day dawned, and there 
returned no Deesa. Moti Guj was loosed froin his 
ropes for the daily stint. He swullg clear, looked 
round, shrugged his shoulders, and began to walk . . 
away, as one having business elsewhere. 
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"Hi! ho! Come back, you," shouted, Chihun. 
GCCome back, and put me on your neck, Misborn Moun- 
tain. Return, Splendour of the Hillsides. Adorn- 
ment of all India, heave to, or I'll bang every toe off 
your fat forefoot !" 
Moti Guj gurgled gently, but did not obey. Chihun 
ran after him wit11 a rope and caught him up. Moti 
Guj put his ears forward, and Cl~ihun knew wlmt that 
meant, though he tried to carry it off with high words. 
"None of your nonsense with me," said he. "To 
your piclrets, Devil-son." 
"Hrrump!" said Moti Guj, and that was all-that 
and the f orebent ears. 
illloti Guj put his hands in his pockets, chewed a 
branch for a toothpicfr, and strolled about the clearing, 
malting jest of the other elephants, who had just set 
to work. 
Cllihun reported the state of affairs to the planter, 
who came out with a clog-whip ancl cracked it furi- 
ously. Moti Guj paid the white man the con~pliment 
of cl~arging him nearly a quarter of a mile across the 
clearing and "Hrrumping" hiin into the verandah. 
Then he stood outside the house chuckling to himself, 
and shaking all over with the fun of it, as an elephant 
will. 
"We'll thrash him," said the planter. "He shall 
have the finest thrashing that ever elephant received. 
Give Kala Nag ancl Nazim twelve foot of chain apiece, 
and tell them to lay on twenty 
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Kala Nag-which means Black S ~ l a k e - ~ ~ d ,  Nazim 
were two of the biggest elephants in the lines, a n d  one 
of their duties was to administer the graver Punish- 
ments, since no man can beat an elephant properly. 
They took the whipping-chains and rattled t h e m  in 
their trunks as they sidled up to Moti Guj, meaning 
to hustle him between them. Moti Guj had never, in 
all his life of thirty-nine years, been whipped, and he 
did not intend to open new experiences. So he waited, 
weaving his head from right to left, and measuring 
the precise spot in I<ala Nag's fat side where a blunt 
tusk would sink deepest. Kala Nag had no tusks ; the 
chain was his badge of authority; but he judged it 
good to swing wide of Moti Guj at the last minute,  
and seem to appear as if he had brought out the chain 
for amusement. Nazim turned round and went home 
early. He did not feel fighting-fit that morning, and 
so Moti Guj was left standing alone with his ears 
coclted. 
That decided the planter to argue no more, and 
Moti Guj rolled back to his inspection of the clearing. 
An elephant who will not work, and is not tied up, is 
not quite so manageable as an eighty-one ton gun loose 
in heavy sea-way. He  slapped old friends on the back 
and asked them if the stumps were comillg away eas- 
ily; he talked nonsense concerning labour and the in- 
alienable rights of elephants to a long 'nooning' ; and, 
wandering to and fro, thoroughly demoralized the 
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g a r d e n  till sun-down, when he returned to his pickets 
for food-. 
"If you won't work you shan't eat," said Chihun 
a n g r i l y .  "You're a wild elephant, and no educated 
s n i m a l  at all. Go back to your jungle." 
Chihun's  little brown baby, rolling on the floor of 
t h e  h u t ,  stretched its fat arms to the huge shadow in 
t h e  doorway.  Moti Guj knew well that it was the 
clearest thing on earth to Chihun. He swung out his 
t r u n k  w i t h  a fascinating crookl at the end, and the 
hrown baby threw itself shouting upon it. Moti Guj 
made f a s t  and pulled up till the brown baby was crow- 
ing in t h e  air twelve feet above his father's head. 
"Grea t  Chief !" said Chihun. "Flour cakes of the 
hest, twelve  in number, two feet across, and soaked 
~ I I  run1 shall be yours on the instant, and two hundred 
pounds' weight of fresh-cut young sugar-cane there- 
with. Deign only to put down safely that insignificant 
brat w h o  is my heart and my life to me." 
Moti Guj tuclced the brown baby comfortably be- 
tween h i s  forefeet, that could have knocked into tooth- 
picks all Chihun's hut, and waited for his food. He  
a t e  it, and the brown baby crawled away. Moti Guj 
dozed, a n d  thought of Deesa. One of many mysteries 
c o n n e c t e d  with the elephant is that his huge body needs 
less s leep  than anything else that lives. Four or five 
hours in t11e night suffice-two just before midnight, 
lying down  on one side; two just after one o'clock, 
lying d o w n  on the other. The rest of the silent hours 
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are fillgd with eating and fidgeting and long grumbling 
soliloquies. 
At midnight, therefore, Moti Guj strode out of his 
pickets, for a thought had come to him that Deesa 
might be lying drunlc somewhere in the dark forest 
with none to loolc after him. So all that night he ; 
chased through the undergrowth, blowing and trum- 
peting and shaking his ears. H e  went down to the 
river and blared across the shallows where Deesa used 
to wash him, but there was no answer. H e  could not 
find Deesa, but he disturbed all the elephants in the 
lines, and nearly frightened to death some gypsies in 
the woods. 
rlt dawn Deesa returned to the plantation. I-Ie hart 
been very drunk indeed, 'and he expected to fall i n t , ~  
trouble for outstaying his leave. H e  drew a lonq 
breath when he saw that the bungalow and the plarl- 
tation were still uninjured; for he knew somethin.; 
of Moti Guj's tcmper; and reported himself wil ,I 
many lies and salaams, Moti Guj had gone to his 
pickets for breakfast. His  night esercise had ma<: 
him hungry. 
"Call up your beast," said the planter, and Deesn 
shouted in the mysterious elephant-language, that some 
mahouts believe came from China at the birth of the 
world, when elephants and not men were masters. 
Moti Guj heard and came. Elephants do not gallop. 
They move from spots at varying rates of speed. If 
an elephant wished to catch an express train 11e-could 
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a g-nllop, but he could catch the train. Thus ~~~i , 
I j  was at the planter's door almost before Chihun " 
,!ijtced that he had left his pickets. He fell into 
\neesays arms trumpeting with joy, and the man and 
p t ~ s t  wept and slobbered over each other, and handled 
- : L c ~  other from head to heel to see that no harm had 
ref allen. 
"Now we will get to work," said Deesa. "Lift me 
: I), my son and nly joy." 
R'loti Guj swung him up and the two went to the 
cof ee-cle8ring to loolc for irltsorne stumps. 
The planter was too ast3nislzed to be very angl-y. , 
Some sa; that here is Talstoy's best-. - 
"The Death of Ivan Ilyitchn--and if ever 
you want this great writer's finest 
thought, seelc it as the next to buy. 
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